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TO ORKNEY. 



Land of the whirlpool — torrent — foam, 
Where oceans meet in madd'ning shock ; 
The beetling cliff — the shelving holm — 
The dark insidious rock : 
Land of the bleak, the treeless moor — 
The sterile mountain, sered and riven ; 
The shapeless cairn, the ruined tower 
Scathed by the bolts of heaven : 
The yawning gulf— the treacherous sand — 
I love thee still, my native land. 

Land of the dark — the Runic rhyme*— 
The mystic ring — the cavern hoar ; 
The Scandinavian seer — ^sublime 
In legendary lore : 

Land of a thousand Sea-kings' graves, 
— Those tameless spirits of the past, 
Fierce as their subject Arctic waves. 
Or hyperborean blast ; 
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10 TO ORKNEY. 

Tlio* polar billows round thee foam, 
I love thee ! Thou wer't once my home. 

With glowing heart, and ialaqd lyr? , 

Ah ! would some native bard arise 

To sing with all a poet's fire 

Thy stern sublimities; 

The roaring flood — the rushing stream, 

The promontory wild and bare, 

The pyramid where sea-birds scream 

Aloft in middle air; 

The Druid temple on the heath 

Old, even beyond tradition's breath. 

Though I have roamed thro' verdant glades, 

In cloudless climes, 'neath azure skies ; 

Or plucked from beauteous orient meads 

Flowers of celestial dye&; 

Though I have laved in limpid streams, 

That murmur over golden sands ; 

Or basked amid the fulgid beams 

That flame o'er fairer lands ; 

Or stretched me in the sparry grot, — 

My country ! Thou wer^ ne'er forgot. 
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THE LAIRD O' YARPHA. 



r * * He was shrewd and prudent, ( 

V^sddm «nd eimDing had tlieir shares of him ; 
But he was. shrewish as a wayward child. 
And pleased again by toys which childhood please." 

ANTIdUARY, 



Breathes there the man, who, having the slightest 
taste for the beauties of external nature, but has 
stood as itt a state of enchantment when the Orca- 
dian Windeniiere, the magnificent loch of Stennis, 
burst on his astonished yiew ? To tlie left the eye 
expatiates over a beautiful Mediterranean in minia- 
ture, studded with ships of every nation, and islets of 
every hue, from the emerald of Graemsey to the coal 
black outline of the Ronaldsha hills. To the right 
it ranges bter the lovely undulations of Harra and 
Sandwick^^-^iistance lending etichantment to the view, 
and tinging thfe dark brown heath with the hues of 
the rainbow; tn front the majestic hills of Hoy 
tower into sublimity, strongly relieved against a clear 
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12 THE LAiao O* YARFHA. 

blue sky, or arresting the thunder cloud in its pro- 
gress, while the " dread peal" reverberates from 
cliff to cliff, startling a thousand eagles from their 
ejrries. On the margin of the lake are to be seen 
the largest Druidical circles — with one exception — 
in the British dominions, hoary with age, and regard- 
ing which, even the tongue of tradition is silent. 

They seem to the poetic mind as an army of 
giants, petrified by some sorcerer, until a still more 
potent spell shall restore them to their pristine exist- 
ence, and endue them once more with a relish for 
each other's society. Whether these huge vertical 
blocks be of Druidical or Scandinavian origin is im- 
m aterial ; certain it is they are relics of an age long 
long ere what tue term antiquity had begun. And 
although they have been encrusted with blood ; though 
the area on which they stand has been the theatre 
where thousands of human victims have been immo- 
lated to the powers of darkness ; though obscene ob- 
servances, and hoiTid rites have desecrated the very 
ground where they stand, and perchance tainted the 
air of heaven above and around them. Still we cannot 
but regret that these rude monuments of a pristine 
age, should not have been preserved from the clutch 
of modern barbarism. 

Nothing has contributed so much to the destruc- 
tion of those beacons in the Ocean of Time, as ig- 
norance and avarice. The former levelled in the dust 
the gorgeous temples of Greece and Rome, the lat- 
ter has shattered several of these antique pillars into 
fragments, and applied them to the meanest of pur- 
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THE LAXRb 6' YARPRA. 13 

poses. And though thef e are some who may flout 
the idea of whining over what they term the rubbish 
of a remote period, still we hold, " that he who de- 
stroys or defaces a ifaonument of ancient times, whe- 
ther it be a Scandinavian circle or a cloistered ab- 
bey,— *a Grecian tehsple or a Christian church, — the 
hall of a feudal bah)n, br any other among the gifls 
of geniU9 and science, in regions and in ages which 
are gonfe by, and which were adorned by such pro- 
ductions,-^ -does a positive injury to society. A link 
in the chain of our associations is broken : The land- 
marks between different generations of men are thrown 
down : Some of the materials, however slight, out of 
which the knowledge of mankind is foriiied, and their 
fadings m&ulded, are takeA away : Facts for the il- 
lustratioh of history, ot manners, and of religion, are 
lost ; and we ar6 bereaved of the possible advantages 
which perhaps might have resulted fh)m the future 
contemplation of such objects by the poet, the mo- 
ralist and the phttiot:** 

Contiguous .to this beatttifbl sheet of water, lies 
the parish of — — , celebrated over the whole archi- 
pelago for th^ peculiarities of Its inhabitants, their 
singularniidnners and customs, their uncouth appear- 
ance) and homely address. Being th^ most ** land- 
wasrd" didfirict in the large iiland of Pomoha, and con '" 
sequently having little ihtercoorse #ith strangers, it 
has beconie the str6nghoTd of atocient saws, supersti- 
t\oMf aAd hlibits. Modern innovation having pushed 

• Peterkin. 

b2 
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14 THE LAIRD o' YABPHA* 

these from their pedestals in almost all other parts of 
the island. 

Its form of government, too, is mightily in favour 
of ^' auld use and wont," as it is almost entirely di- 
vided amongst a class of men yclept petty, or pkkie 
lairds ; each ploughing his own fields and reaping nt9^ 
own crops, much in the same manner their great-great 
grandfathers did in the days of Earl Patrick. Im- 
provement, with her strange dress and foreign accent, 
like Noah's dove, has hitherto found no resting place 
for the sole of her foot ; and agricultural literature 
will obtain circulation there, when the writings o£ 
Martin Luther shall become fashionable at Goa. 
That the palpable gloom of Romish superstition was 
dissipated by the light and warmth of the Reforma- 
tion, must be referred to the immediate interposition 
of heaven, and not to be accounted for on the ordinary 

principles thai actuate the good people of . 

Nay, such is their love for the wisdom of their ances- 
tors, that many of them cast a lingering look, not un- 
mixed with reverence, on certain spots held sacred by 
their Scandinavian ancestors, e. g. 

When a vow takes place between two young peo- 
ple, it becomes tenfold more sacred if the parties re- 
pair to those gigantic Druidical stones above men- 
tioned, one of which is perforated, and grasp each 
other's hand through the perforation, muttering some 
Runic rhyme, and interweaving each other's fingerst 
This ceremony becomes binding with a vengeance, 
for no other person afterwards would become afiSianced 
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to either of the parties^ were our race to become ex- 
tinct in consequence. 
One of the most important personages in this pa- 

rishy twenty years since, was Magnus ^ a farmer 

. of no mean repute, and, let me add, of no mean ex- 
traction. Mansie, for that is the provincial appella- 
tion, could boast of a pure Scandinavian descent, un- 
contaminated by either Gael or Saxon blood ; and no 
Welshman was fonder of tracing his pedigree to Hoel 
than he was to *^ count kin'' with the aboriginal aris- 
tocracy of the earldom. Hence, at *' kirk or market, 
mill or smithy/' his favourite topic was discussed with 
an eloquence which would have made his fortune in 
the good old times, when a pure scutcheon was pre- 
ferred to the circulating medium. But Mansie had 
fallen on evil days and evil tongues. When his ve- 
nerable father was carried to the " field of graves," 
he insisted strenuously that the corpse should be in- 
terred inside the church. This, however, was over- 
ruled by the local authorities. Mansie protested, 
stormed, fleeched, threatened, and entreated by turns ; 
but the^die wais cast — the Authorities were inexorable 
— the body was ** yirded" among the ignoble dead; 
and seeing there was nothing to be made of disputing 
with the collective wisdom of the parish, like a true 
philosopher^ he submitted ; with this salvo, however, 

" Ye may just e'en do it this time, but me if 

ever ye do the like again." What a delightful treat 
it would have been to some Lothian Triptolemus to 
have seen him on a spring morning ploughing his 
fields, like another Cincinnatusi dressed in a << sheep- 
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bifick'' t6A%^ ^aittcbai, ahd in^xp^sftibtes^ bedicetied 
over with large pewter buttons of his Own «^ting.M^ 
IdOg^ lunk) Mttidy hail*, tesuitig, unprtilied, unshorn, 
ftotn bebeath hitf bhmd bliife <' batin^t*'^-^ lofig bare 
scraggy i^^k, brotiited «Hth the sutis of foHjr years*-^ 
node itofi^i^hat aquiline) wilh d. brei^rn aqueous sub^ 
stahce pendatit therefi'otn^-^uppei' lip begrimmed with 
k certain lidllatkig poWdet> vulgarly ycleped '< beg- 
gar's snuff;" while his legs wei^e coiApletely enveloped 
in twisted straWi gene^-ally knbwn by the name of 
. '* strae boots." Hating never cWssed the ass*s bridge, 
I am quite unable to describe mathematically what 
he dignified with the name of plough. The only way 
I can give my readers an idea bf it, is to bid them 
imagine a lar^e RoiAM i^ fallen to the ground, like 
Dagon before th6 ark, and they will have so^kne notion 
of the Orcadian agifieultural iaiplettient. As for his 
horses, th«y may imagine Ihifee large Newfoundland 
dogs, harfiessed together abreast^ whh a bsu-e-headed, 
bare-leggedj Jock- JabOS looking fellow driving them, 
while Mansie himdelf is Jeaving behind him cenain 
serpentiiie Uiies of beauty, which would have efidear^ 
him for ever to dogafth or to Horace Walpole. 

Mansie having become uneotatrolled proprietor of 
<< the lairdship" since the demise of his father, began 
seriously to lode about him for a wif<b ; but true to his 
principles, and the hef^dit#ry pride of his house, he 
determined to put the question to ^ne who Could not 
boast of '* gentle blude>*' and aecordin^y he biied hfs 

waveiring fmicy on WbA fiuphemta > a lady of 

a certain age, whi^h nitond^but I tfiaB kave the e)£- 
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THX LAIRD O' TABPHA. 17 

planation of this phrase to my fair readers. '< It is 
true," said the enamoured Orcadian, ** Miss Effie is 
neither braw nor bonnie, an' no overlie weel-natured, 
but then she's o' the better sort." The truth is, she 
knew little or nothing of rural affairs — ^had heard that 
the cream she mixed with her tea came from certain 
quadrupeds vulgarly called " kye" — had a faint no- 
tion that butter was produced by churning, and that 
cheese did not, like potatoes and turnips, grow in the 
fields. She had spent a great portion of her life in 
London with a maiden aunt, who having bequeathed 
her a small legacy, she was under the necessity of re- 
siding in the parish of from motives of econo- 
my; spoke according to Lindley Murray; and on 
great occasions, if she condescended to dance, 'twas 
strictly " by the beuk." Such was the lady whom 
Mansie, ** on desperate deed intent," wished to ele- 
vate to his board-head ; but, alas ! the course of true 
love on this, as on many other occasions, did not run 
smooth. The lady tossed her head, or, to use a ver- 
nacular phrase, " coost up her nose at him ;"— would 
listen to no overtures — spoke of people knowing their 
distance, &c; until our hero's pride took the alarm, 
and off he came, but with the old salvo, " She may 
refuse me this time, but Trow* tak' me if ever she does't 
again," and in the words of our inimitable country- 
woman, Joanna Baillie, 

«< Awa' fluDg the laird, and loud muttered he, 

AH the daughters of Eve, between Orkney and Tweed, O, 

* Trows— an inferior order of eyil spirits. These "^triclt* 
sj" sprites are peculiar to Orkney and Zetland. 
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Black and ^ir, yotitig ati4 loM, tiaaie. damsel, aihl Widow, 
May gMg wf th«ir piidie io the Ml for me.'* 

Repulsed thus by the only person in the parish at all 
equal to htm in birth> our hero determined not to com- 
mit himself a second time to the caprices of the ^^ sof- 
ter sex/' He weH knew that out of his own district 
he had no chance with any female having claims to 
gentiHty • so, like a wise man, he gave up all thoughts 
matrtmonial> and applied himself diligently to his 
'^ horses, ploughs^ and kye,^' indulging himself occa- 
sionally in the society of his neighbours during the 
winter months, at the " change4iouse," talking parish 
politics with the smith, and discussing knotty points 
of scripture with the miller. Nay, to such perfection 
did he arrive at length in controversial divinity^ that 
he fairly dumfoundered the dominie, and had even the 
audacity to attack the '* minister himsei," one stormy 
winter day, when they met at a funeral. 

No doubt the new ale impelled him to such a des- 
perate deed ; but still there was honour even in being 
worsted by a person of college education, and a placed «. 
minister to boot* ^^ I can neither speak Latin nor 
Greek, as ye can do^ Minister, but I maybe ken the 
beuk as weel as some folk that t^ink mair o' them- 
selves* la it no beleein' scripture to say that the 
world is as round as a cassie,* an gangs whirlin' an' 
whirlin* round the sun, like a fleeock round the lamp ? 
Doesna the word say that the world is founded on 
the waters? Answer me that, Minister, wi' a' your 
college lear." And he looked round him with an air 

* Vide Dr Jamieson. 
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of triumph, as much as to say, " There's as muckle 
sense beneajth some folk's bannets as there is aneath 
ither folk's hats." 

On another occasion Mansie " forg ather ed" with an 
intinerant preacher. Him he considered fair game, 
and resolved, for the honour of the. parish, to put 
down. He had pitched his camp in one of Mansie's 
fields, and congregated a number of the lower orders, 
to the neglect of their masters' work. The laird as- 
sailed him on the impropriety of vagabondizing the 
country ; told him to keep the fervour of his zeal 
within bigget wa's; hinted something about the sheriff- 
court, and action for trespass. The p^eu/do-methodist 
— for he had only assumed the appellation— retorted 
with mapy seejiiingly pious ejaculations, and poured 
forth a torment qf quotations relative to the proprietary 
of the earth. 

<^ Tlie earth is fnine> sir !'' exclaimed the indignant 
lajrd^ his hereditary pride taking the alarm — ^^ The 
earth is mine, sir, an' has been i* the family time im« 
memorial; but gin' ye want to argue wi* scripture, I 
hae nae objections to that either." So to it they went, 
like two gladiaton^ each resolved to conq^ev or perish. 
Thrust and parry, and parey and thru8t> and text met 
text, in dive collision. The preacher thought he had 
caught a Tartar, and the laird swore he had caught a 
simpleton. At length the preacher, in a solemn tone, 
and in high metaphor, said, ^' Magnus ! Magnus ! you 
must pull down the old house, and build upon a new 
foundation." " Sae thrive I, sir," replies the prudent 
uddaler, " that's just gin ye hae sillar eneugh ; an' 
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mairatour, naebody in their seven senses wad pu' doon 
sic tfT)onnie house as Yarpha." " Ah ! Magnus^ I 
speak metaphorically." " The grit end o* speaking 
sir, is to mak' oursels be understood ; an' when ye 
speak o* puin' doon houses, and seekin* new stances, 
why, I maun just e'en answer you in your ain leed." 
The conversation broke off abruptly. The preacher 
deemed the fortress of his antagonist's heart impreg- 
nable ; and Mansie thought the itinerant's shot did 
not tell. Indeed he said to some of his cronies a day 
or two afterwards, '^ that there was nae mair strength 
in Maister Twang's arguments than i* Jenny Twats' 
sma* drink, that had gaen nine times thro* the draff/* 
Whether the Highland Society, by the united foTce 
of example, precept, and premium, may have some 
effect in improving the farm of " Yarpha;" we know 
not, but feel inclined to think that the laird will ad- 
here most rigidly to the customs of his forefathers, so 
far as relates to ploughing, sowing, manuring, reap-* 
ing, threshing, and grinding; and that, in the language 
of the illustrious author of Waverley, he will — 

Keep his customs ; what is law itself 
^ut old established castom ? What religion, 
— I mean with one half of the men that use it*— 
Save the good use and wont that carries them 
To worship how and where their fathers worship. 
All things revolve in custom. 
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*' He could tramforai himself in colour 
As like the devil as a coHler." ttutl^. 



The worid has been bored with explanations relative 
to the where, the when, and the how, certain writers 
became possessed of the materiel of their compositions. 
Some have pretended that their MSS. have come to 
them through the medium of the grocer, the tallow- 
chandler, or the snufF-man. Others have found valu- 
able communicati((!ft locked up in strong boxes, in 
haunted rooms, or in unfrequented garrets, while not 
a few have received packages from mysterious person- 
ages, enveloped in cloaks of ample dimensions, having 
slouched hats and begrimmed visages, and who, hav- 
ing got rid of their portfolios, instantaneously vanished 
like ghosts at the crowing of the cock. « 

* The name bj which all persons^ not natives of Orkney, 
are designated by the peasantry. 

Feterkm*t Notes on Orkneg and Zetland- 
C 
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How I became acquainted with the few following 
passages in the life of " Hempie" is of little conse- 
quence to the general reader. This much I can aver, 
that he had not only a " name," but a " local habi- 
tation" in the island of Brassey, in Zetland. 

This island lies opposite to Lerwick, the capital of 
the stewartry, and forms the noble roadstead of Bras- 
sey Sound, where many hundred ships may ride in 
safety in all weathers. It is somewhat mountainous, 
and completely covered with turf. The farms, pro- 
perly speaking, may be termed " turf farms," as every 
farmer pays a given sum to the proprietor, in propor- 
tion to the turf he cuts. With this sort of fuel the 
town of Lerwick and the shipping in the sound are 
supplied; in fact it forms the staple export of the island, 
and many of the islanders have becpme comparatively 
rich, 'as Tom Hood would say — ^In the moorish trade. 
Hempie was one of these turf farmers ; but his aspect 
was so repulsive, and his general bearii^ so wild and 
uncouth, t})at few of his neighbours associai;ed with 
him ; nay, almost every person in the district avoided 
him as much as possible. To use a very common, but 
expressive phrase, he was '' a dour deevil, an* no that 
canny." His principal ^musemf nt, when a " haflin'," 
was to drown kittens, fight dog9> and torture pigs, to 
play pracMcal jokes on his neighbours, and to love mis- 
chief for misjQhiefs sake ; aod the sagacious crones of 
«the neighbourhood, nem. con* fon^told that Hempie 
would be hanged. It is argued by Hudibras's law- 
agent, 

That matrimony and hanging bere, 
Both go hy destiny, 'tis clear. 
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Whether this doctrine is true or no, I shall leave 
others to determine. In an evil hour he was wedded 
to a poor, simple lass from a neighbouring island, who, 
unacquainted with the extent of his turpitude, pledged 
her troth to him, and— was ruined. 'Twere vain to 
enumerate the matrimonial squabbles that passed be- 
tween them ; the beatings and the brutal usage which 
she daily received firom her fiendish husband. Worn 
to a skeleton, and sick of existence, she implored him 
to take her to the neighbouring town for medical ad- 
vice, but secretly she hoped to find some of her rela* 
tions, to whom she could make her case known. All 
at once the brutal husband became calm and con- 
descending ; he not only complied with her request, 
but promised her some new articles of dress, and spoke 
to her with all the tenderness which his gruff voice 
would permit i her heart heaved for joy,, a vision of 
future happiness flitted before the eyes of her imagi- 
nation; for as accents of kindness had long been 
strange to her ears, she appreciated highly the hollow 
profession which was now made to her, and she wept 
on her husband's neck. 

Several days elapsed, but Hempie said nothing 
about fulfilling his promise. The truth was, that the 
weather was too fine for his diabolical purpose. A fit- 
ting opportunity at last occurred ; the wind blew with 
considerable violence, and the winter bad already set 
in. This was the chosen season. Having prepared 
his skiff, and fortified his mind with such arguments 
as the arch-enemy of mankind might suggest, he led 
his unsuspecting victim to the strand, placed her in 
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his boat, and pulled in the direction of Lerwick. 
Slowly, slowly he rowed, and the consequence was, 
that night enveloped the skiff and its miserable crew 
in darkness. 

But who may describe the horrible catastrophe ? 
The monster deliberately laid in his oars, arose up, 
fixed a noose round the neck of his hapless victim, 
appended a large stone to the other end of the rope, 
and deliberately threw her into the flood beneath. If 
she shrieked, 'twas drowned amid the roaring of the 
winter wind. If she struggled — implored — ^*twas lost 
on such a cold-blooded miscreant. She perished. 
Hempie now rowed for the shore with all his might 
and main ; but, ere landing, he made a shift to fill his 
skiff more than half full of water, and thoroughly sa- 
turated himself with the same element, for a pretext, 
should certain disagreeable questions be put to him. 
His precaution was not unnecessary. The news flew 
through the town and neighbourhood like wild-fire. 
He was severely questioned by the authorities re- 
lative to his wife. Fn reply, he told theiin that his 
skiff was cranky and that his wife having incauti- 
ously gone too near the gunwale, she had tumbled 
overboard ; and that, in endeavouring to save her, he 
had almost lost his own life — that ere the boat reco- 
vered, it was more than half full of water— that he 
had been head and shoulders under water himself. 
For the truth of all tliese statements he appealed to 
those persons who saw him land in such woful plight ; 
and, with the solemn protestations which villains use 
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on such occasions, he averred that the death of his 
wife was purely accidental. 

Though suspicion was strong against him, no proof 
could be led, and the caitiff meanwhile was suffered 
to go at large. In a week or two afterwards, however, 
the corpse of the unfortunate being was driven on 
shore on the beach, with the identical noose round 
her neck, and a vacant noose at the other end of the 
rope, whence the stone had slipped which had sunk 
her. 

This was such evidence of the felon^s guilt that the 
legal authorities could not overlook, and Heropie was 
seized and incarcerated. Fortresses, however, have 
been undermined, and gaol doors forced of much ster- 
ner stuff than the gaol of Lerwick. Life is sweet even 
to the murderer, and it is no wonder that Hempie 
fotind out means and appliances to regain his liberty. 
With a sagacity that would have done honour to a 
better cause, he chose a night for that purpose of pe- 
culiar tempestuousness. 

«« The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last 
The rattliu* showers rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swaHow'd ; 
Load, deep, and lang the thunder bellovi'd : 
That night a bairn might uodentand 
The deil had business on his hand." 

And accordingly, assisted by his friend the " deil," 
he broke his prison door, or window ; and with an 
energy which could only have been engendered by 
despair, the ferocious desperado rushed to the beach, 
and seizing the first skiff that came to hand — and it 

c2 
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was only a three-boarded skiff— committed himself to 
the roaring element. 

«« Once more upon the waters, yet once more." 

The gale blew from north-east, and the frail bark 
drifted before the blast like something that contained 
a charmed life. At dawn that large pyramid, Fair 
Isle, lay blue in the distance ; and ere night spread 
her sable curtain over the face of nature, our outcast 
was safe on shore on that northern St. Helena. 

Here he was received with all the rude hospitality 
that these simple islanders conceived was due to a 
tempest- tossed fisherman. But there was an impress 
on his forehead — a nameless something over his coun- 
tenance — a sort of a '^ grinning devil" in his dexter 
eye, which repelled the advances of this primitive 
people ; and in a few days 'twas believed over the 
whole island that Hempie " wasna canny." The wea- 
ther resumed its usual serenity, the sky cleared up, 
and the sea ** fell," as 'tis usually termed when the 
water becomes less agitated. But Hempie was in no 
hurry to return to the place from whence he came ; 
day afler day passed over, and at last his hosts began 
to conceive that <' a' wasna right ;" and in a few days 
more, the island, though it was November, became too 
hot for him. 

Necessity, says the adage, has no law. Though 
the storm should lower, and the tempest howl, Hem- 
pie conceived it was time to be off. So, wending his 
solitary way to the creek where his skiff lay, he mi- 
nutely examined the knots in her bottom ; and from 
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the arrangement of these, he saw that the little boat 
was '^ lucky.*' Next morning he arose early, took es- 
pecial care not to tread on the tongs, carefully avoided 
coming in contact with any Individual, lest he should 
either cross his path,~or ask him where he was going — 
which would have spoiled all — he then turned the head 
of his tiny craft carefully '^ with the sim," and again 
committed himself to the deep, — not, however, until 
he had vowed an axioMOM to the ruin of our lady's 
kirk in the parish of Weesdale ; so strangely does su- 
perstition blend itself with the more diaboUcal pas- 
sions of the human heart. 

Again the breeze blew from the right quarter, 
namely, north-east ; but the sky lowered ; the sun, as 
if in mockery, appeared and disappeared, until it be- 
came totally invisible ; the breeze freshened into a 
gale, and the gale became a tempest ; the sea roared, 
and the white crested billows tost him now aloft to 
heaven, anon into the hollow or ^' trough'' of the 
ocean, while every moment he thought he was to be 
overwhelmed : 

« As he driAed o'er his path, 
There was silence deep as death ; 
Even Heinpie heM his breath 
For a time I" 



Twenty-four hours had elapsed^ the miserable fe- 
Ion now began to descry a barrier of white foam im- 
mediately under his lee ; but nothing remained for 
him but to allow his skiff to drift into it, and so put 
an end to his conscience-striken existence. He tried 
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to pray, but the image of his murdered wife flitted be* 
fore his mind's eye, and the words froze on his un- 
hallowed h*ps. His very aspirations to heaven seemed 
to choke him, and nothing could he do but emit a hol- 
low moan, or howl, similar to that of a famished polar 
bear in his last agonies. 

As he neared the tremendous breajfiers — and every 
moment expecting to be engulfed — the tide, which 
runs with unparalleled velocity, suddenly changed, and 
the consequence was, that apart of the fearful breach 
became comparatively smooth. He now saw a low 
flat island beyond the foamy surge ; and hope, which 
had seemingly expired within him, once more began 
to revive ; and with hope his animal spirits revived 
also. He called forth all the remains of his physical 
capabilities, and put all his nautical skill into requisi- 
tion, and in half an hour he found himself in the grasp 
of a hardy islander, who, with a rope around him, had 
taken hold of the forlorn wretch, just as his boat would 
have been dashed to pieces on a low sandy beach. 

Here, also, the fugitive found shelter and hospita- 
lity. The island proved to be North Ronaldsha, the 
most northerly of any in the Orcadian archipelago ; 
and kindness in profusion was showered on the head 
of the miscreant. 

But there was no field here for the exertion of our 
wave-worn hero's enterprise. The island is as smooth 
as a bowling-green ; its limits are very circumscribed, 
and the simple people are almost all related to each 
other either by consanguinity or intermarriages. More- 
over, they are extremely moral in their deportment, 
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and, albeit they have no resident clerg3nnan, many of 
them reh'gious. Their worthy bailie — (for there is 
such a functionary, and I know him well,) — con- 
gregates his neighbours every Sunday in the kirk ; 
goes through the Presbyterian formula with a gravity 
which certain ordained clergymen would do well to 
imitate ; and, like Sir Roger de Coverley's curate, he 
reads either Barrow, or Tillotson, or Hooker, or Chal- 
mers, or Gordon, as he sees most for the edification 
of his flock. 

' Here, I repeat, Hempie had no chance of thriving ; 
and, with the sagacity of the vulture, or any other ob- 
scene bird that scents its prey afar off, he hied him 
to Rousey, the most mountainous, with one ex- 
ception, of the Orkney Isles. This, like his native 
Brassey, is principally covered with heath, and nume- 
rous flocks of sheep feed in the green vales that va- 
riegate its dusky hue. The island, moreover, like all 
hilly countries, is thinly peopled ; nor are they related 
to each other like the good folks of North Ronaldsha : 
so Hempie, having a penchant for mutton as well as 
for murder, amused himself for a while affording lodg- 
ings to any simple sheep that might happen to stray 
from the fold. 

This could not be long tolerated by such a choleric 
race as the Rousians ; in place^ therefore, of applying 
to the magistrate, they resorted to the 

Good old rule, 

The simple plaa, 

vulgarly denominated " club-law," and fairly drove 
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the *' ferry-louper " beyond that boamei in common 
parlance called Hyndhallow Sound. 

Again the hero of the noose had all the world be- 
fore him where to choose ; and afler much self-exami- 
nation^ and d^berationi he fixed his head-quarters 
in an unfrequented moor in the island of Sotdk Ro- 
naldsha^ as being farther removed from Uie scene of 
his former depredations* 

Here he erected a mud edifice, laid out a patch of 
moor for a kail^ard> fenced it around with a ^' feal 
dyke/' laid in a good stock of fuel for the winter, pro^ 
cured a few sheep— ^otu^ I have never learnt — and 
endeavoured for a while to lull suspicion asleep. 

But some how or other his flock increased with 
greater rapidity than is customaxy in these ungenial 
climes; and, moreover, the wool he brought to mar- 
ket exceeded what such a flock was capable of pro- 
ducing ; many surmises were afloat in the parish, and 
suspicion was again attached to the intruding vaga- 
bond. He was as unacquainted with the inside of a 
church as he was with the original of that book which 
is read in it weekly ; and at length he was avoided as 
one having the plague-»spot. His shieling obtained 
the name of " purgatory" from the peasantry in his 
neighbourhood ; and to crown all, an abandoned fe- 
male consociated with him^ whose congeniality of taste 
soon proved that she was every way fitted to live with 
such Si protector* She dealt largely in — 

Dunts o* kebbuck, teats o* woo\ 
Whiles a hen and whiles a sow. 
Webs or duds frae hedge or yard. 
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Year after year rolled round — Hcmpie increased 
both in substance and in family. " Sure are the re- 
wards of industry/' says the proverb, and mosY assu- 
redly Hempie laboured faithfully in his vocation. 

Water-bailiffs, xang^n, keepers. 

He could wa'k when tbey were sleepers* 

Yet, as the cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
the solemn temples, t|ie great globe itself, must come 
to an end, 'tis not to be dreamt for an instant that 
Hempie's trade was to last for aye. In an evil hour 
he made love to one of the minister's Cheviot wed- 
ders, — being rather a rarity in that quarter. The 
proofs were "damning" — the sheriff was applied to — 
the beagles were on the scent, but Hempie's scent 
was still stronger, for my rascally hero — 



-wi* muckle study 



Had cauglit the gift to cheat the wuddie. 

The result of which was, that when the sheriff's myr- 
midoms were thinking of glauming their cove, he was 
safe on the terra Jirma of Caithness, snapping his 
thumbs most lustily, and laughing in his sleeve at offi- 
cers, minister, and sheriff, — leaving three or four 
helpless and hapless beings, as a burden on that kirk- 
session to whose authority their unhappy father never 
submitted. 

" They ran fast that the deil drives/*— 

I have kept sight of my Zetland friend as long as I 
could, but at length he has turned a corner and fairly^ 
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doubled me. Whether he pitched his camp in John 
o' Groat's land any length of time or not, surpasses 
my very limited knowledge, — I presume that having 
such a marked partiality for Cheviot mutton, he is 
" o'er the border and awa'." 

This much may be legitimately inferred, — that, as 
he escaped drowning twice, almost miraculously, he 
is predestinated to grace the gallows. 
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A pit imperrioas to the light ofheairen. 
By «av8ge hands scooped from the solid rocki 
'Where yet the beams of yonder blessed sun 
Ne*er shed a solitary ray. 



Such were many ofthose strongholds of misery which 
went by the appellation, in Scotland, of ^^ keeps," 
" donjons," or *' pits," the addition of which to Ifieir 
baronial castles was considered necessary, that their 
tyrant lords might feast their eyes with the writhings 
of their victims, and solace their ears with their groans. 
Poets and sentimentalists may affect to mourn over the 
ruin of the ill-fated Charles-Edward, after Drummossie 
Muir had been soaked with the noblest blood in Scot- 
land — they may deplore the inhuman butcheries, the 
unmanly decapitations, and the ruthless cruelties, 
which were practised alike on the noble and the serf, 
the hardy mountain warrior and the homeless female, 
even after victory had declared herself in the most un- 
equivocal manner. Undoubtedly the perpetrators of 
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these enormities will be held in infamy until time shall 
blend with eternity, — but all this spilt blood, all the 
devastations, and barbarities, and spoliations, which 
fell alike on the offender and the innocent, have been 
fraught with blessings to our country — to us— to pos- 
terity. The rising of the clans was the means of 
placing the copestone on our temple of liberty, the 
foundation of which was laid at the glorious revoli;- 
tion ; inasmuch as that event induced the legislature, 
though at the eleventh hour, to expunge from the sta- 
tute-book that moral and legal abomination — heritable 
jurisdictions, or the entrusting with the liberty, pro- 
perty, and even the life of the subject, an imperious 
noble, who oflen knew no law but his own base im- 
pulses, and no morals but such as suited his own in- 
terests ; who made even religion subservient to his ag- 
grandisement, by teaching his creatures to promulgate 
And practise the wholesome doctrine of passive obedi- 
ence and non-resistance. So deeply were the terrors of 
the great man engraven on the souls of his serfs, that 
the death of their nearest and dearest relatives was of- 
ten preferred to the displeasure of the chief. Hence 
the conjugal exhortation of a certain matron, when her 
hapless helpmate had been taken from the " pit " to 
the foot of the gallows. Donald, it seems, possessed 
the bump of self-preservation in prominent relief; and 
agreeably to the rules in these cases made and pro- 
vided, he was *^ unco sweer" — ^having an eye also to 
the sublime and beautif uf— to shut his eyes for ever 
on the glorious Highland scenery around him. He 
thought also on ten or twelve bare-legged Macs, 
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doomed hereafter to swell the tail of their father's 
murderer^ and a tear, for the first time, rolled down 
his furrowed cheek. " Fye, fye, Donald, my bonny 
man," cried his about-to-be bereaved spouse ; " gae 
awa' up an' be hangit, like a shentleman, an' please 
the laird." 

A chieftain of this school lived, or rather reigned, 
in the island of Buna in Orkney, some time subse- 
quent to " the fifteen," Haughty in his disposition, 
and imperious in his bearing, even to his equals ; do- 
mineering and despotical over those helpless wretches 
who had the misfortune to live under his protection ; 
combining the revenge of a Shylock with the tacitur- 
nity of a mute, especially when it chanced to suit his 
interest to do so, Sir James Stuart lorded it over his 
vassals with a despotism worthy of the meridian of 
Algiers. He was a descendant of Robert Stuart, first 
earl of that name, who was himself an illegitimate son 
of jTames the Fifth, by the famous Euphemia Elph- 
ingstone ; and hence his jacobitism was equal to the 
haughtiness of his nature and pride of birth. He in- 
trigued for the Court of St Germains with all the ad- 
dress of an adept ; and endeavoured, whenever he 
could do so with impunity, to thwart the schemes of 
the reigning family, as well as to wreak his vengeance 
in every possible way on the aristocracy of the coun- 
try who adhered to their interests. One of his re- 
tainers, being at the Kirkwall fair, chanced to fall in 
with a recruiting party. Tlie usual " speeches,** and 
the usual libations flowed in on the poor youth with 
such effecti that, ere another sun had gilded the ho- 
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rizon, he found, to his horror, that he had mounted 
the black cockade, an emblem he had been taught 
from infancy to regard as worse than the private 
mark of his infernal majesty. With returning rea- 
son, therefore, and watching the first opportunity, 
the young recruit tore* the hated badge from his bon- 
net, and sought and obtained his lord's protection. 
A subaltern and a file of men ransacked the island 
of Burra, but Sir James was prepared for them ; and 
the baulked " Hanoverians'* returned to head-quar- 
ters humbled and jaded, whilst the jacobite partizan 
bestowed a smile of bitter scorn on them and their 
employers. 

This was not to be borne. The oflficer of the party 
claimed the assistance of the civic authorities, and 
sported some of the choicest execrations which he 
had learned under the walls of Malplaquet. But the 
provost was a man of peace, and, moreover, knew 
too well the character of the infuriated baronet, to 
beard him in his own island. He, therefore, waited 
until he learnt that Sir James had gone on a shooting 
excursion ; and seizing the first opportunity, he took 
a boat and four men and pulled to that island, under 
pretence of a friendly visit to its proprietor. 

It so happened, that the first person they met was 
the individual they were in search of,— namely, the 
deserter. To pinion him and place him in the boat 
was the work of a moment ; and in five minutes more 
the civic dignitary was pulling away in triumph to the 
opposite shores of Holm, resolving internally to have 
his laugh also at the pupils of Marlborough. But he 
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k*eckoned without his host. An adverse current had 
set In in Holm-sound, which retarded the boat's pro- 
gress ; and Sir James was a very Argus. In half an 
hour the baronet*s boat was seen turning a headland, 
its crew straining every nerve, and visibly gaining 
ground. The provost's boat grazed the beach ; and 
.with all the rapidity that council dinners had left 
him, he was endeavouring to spring on shore. Sir 
James, seeing he was likely to lose not only his re- 
tainer, but what was far dearer to him — his revenge, 
suddenly seized his fowling-piece, and lodged its con** 
tents in th? civic dignitary's seat of honour. Fortu> 
nately, however, the distance was so great, that the 
slugs 

Just placed dirltj^rough the skin, 
Kn* did nae mair. 

During the confusion the recruit plunged into the 
water, and was taken on board by his fellow-serfs ; 
while Sir James, with the halcyon feelings of an ap- 
proving conscience, went home to dinner. How the 
provost JeU on this occasion, tradition saith not. 

But the more tragical part of the baronet's story 
yet remains to be told. Of the very few families 
with which Sir James interchanged civilities, that of 
Melsetter, situated in the beautiful island of Walls, 
was one. The lady of this mansi9n was & distant rela- 
tion of his own ; and thither he and his brother Ar- 
chibald would repair, to partake of the sports of the 
muirs— -the island abounding with grouse and a va- 
riety of other game. The proprietor of this fine estate 

d2 
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was a distingaished naval officer ; had performed a 8e* 
ries of brilliant exploits, both on the coast of Spain 
and in the West Indies ; and had very recently re- 
turned to enjoy himself in the bosom of his family. 

Captain M having perceived that shoals of 

strangers were constantly traversing his estates in 
quest of game, gave rigid orders, to both servants and 
tenants* to take by force all fowling-pieces from such 
as had not his written permission to use them. The 
haughty aristocrat, and his equally haughty brother, 
never dreamt that the order applied to them, and ac- 
cordingly pursued their sport when it suited their con- 
venience. One unfortunate day, however, when the 
brothers were birding on the confines of Hoy, certain 
of Captain M.'s servants came in contact with them, 
and demanded their fowling-pieces. How two such 
resolute men surrendered their pieces to a few hinds 
remains a mystery ; but certain it is that the servants 
brought them in triumph to the mansion-house, and 
delivered them to their master. 

When the Captain learned to whom the arms, be- 
longed, he was quite confounded ; and well knowing 
the implacable disposition of his lady's relatives, he 
dispatched a boat to the island of Burra with the 
fowling-pieces, and with a sealed letter, containing the 
most ample apology, and inviting them on all occa- 
sions, when they so pleased, to use every liberty on 
his estate, assuring them that their doing so would 
be an high compliment. No apology, however, could 
be listened to by the exasperated brothers; nor were 
the intercessions of mutual friends at all available for 
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what they conceived to be a mortal affiront; and the 
country rang from one end to the other with their 
threats of yengeance. 

The winter now approached, and Captain M • with 
his family jretired to their town-house in Kirkwall. 
Thither ala^ repaired the enraged brothers, burning 
with revenge, and making no secret of their hostile 
inclinations. Lady M., well aware of the implacable 
dispositions of her kinsmen, prevailed on her husband 
to keep the house afler night-fall. To indulge his 
wife, whose health was at that time rather delicate, 
he reluctantly consented, and for several weeks kept 
within doors, especially after twilight. But weary 
of restraint, and considering it as dishonourable to his 
profession, he, at the request of two pretended friends, 
who, it afterwards appeared, had leagued with the 
two Stuarts, walked forth one evening, unknown to 
his lady« He had not been a moment before his own 
gate, when a bullet whizzed past him and struck the 
wall. A hoarse voice was immediately heard from the 
church-yard opposite, exclaiming, ^* Fire again ! the 
Hanoverian dog still stands." Instantaneously an- 
other explosion was heard, and the gallant Captain 
M. was stretched in the dust, mortally wounded. 

The dastardly asassins betook themselves to their 
horses, which were ready saddled ; galloped with the 
utmost rapidity to one of the numerous bays which 
indent the island of Pomona ; embarked on board of 
a vessel which had been in readiness for the occasion, 
and arrived safely in London, where, by the influence 
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and intercession of certain masqued Jacobites, then in 
power, they procured a pardon. 

Whilst Lady M., in the depth of her affliction, was 
bewailing her violent and untimely bereavement, her 
eldest son, a fine boy about ten years of age, point- 
, ing to his father's sword, declared, that if ever he 
lived to be a man, with that weapon he would sever 
the murderer's head from his body ; — and faithfully 
he kept his word, if not to the letter, at least to a 
more honourable equivalent. 

Many years afterwards, it was discovered that Sir 
James had been in treasonable correspondence with 
the Pretender ; and afler the battle of Culloden his 
intrigues and letters were brought to light. Troops 
were immediately ordered down to the Orkney islands 
^ to seize on the persons of the rebels, and lay waste 
their estates; and the cloud which twenty years pre- 
vious had been no bigger than a man's hand, now 
came 

" Thickening and blackening 
0*er bis devoted bead !" 

Young Captain M., who had already distinguished 
himself in the service of the reigning family, petition- 
ed for, and readily obtained, the. command of the 
transport fleet, who crowded every inch of canvass for 
the scene of their destination. The fleet proceeded 
to Kirkwall ; but M , with a chosen band, left 

them off the island of Copinsha, and secretly landed 
on the south side of Burra. 
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Sir James had that day b^en out fowling, and see- 
ing the red-coats defiling by an unfrequented path to 
his mansion, instantly suspected the cause, and im* 
mediately endeavoured to gain his own house, where 
he might have kept the party in play, until stratagem 
or succour might have assisted him ; but M. sprung 
from his party like an arrow, and seized the trembling 
tyrant within an hundred yards of his own threshold. 
The hoary asassin, on his knees, implored M. to al- 
low him to take leave of his wife and family ; but M. 
sternly replied, " Such time as you allowed my brave 
father to prepare for eternity, like time you shall have 
now ;'* at the same time he was hurried into the boat, 
which proceeded with alacrity to Kirkwall. The hum- 
bled despot was sent in manacles to Edinburgh Castle, 
where he was tried and condemned ; but during the 
night previous to his execution, he swallowed poison 
and perished. Such was the unhappy end of one, who» 
had he had an opportunity, would have waded 

Through slaughter to a throne. 

And shat the gatee of mercy on mankind. 
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SOME PASSAGES 

IM 

THE LIFE OF MAGNUS HALCRO', 

LATE TBAVELLING-MCKCHANT IN OBKKET^ 



He was a gentle trader and a prudent. 
And seasoned all his glittering merchandise 
With wholesome doctrines. 

Author qf fTawerleg* 



The parish of Holm is perhaps one of the most beau- 
tiful in the Orcadian archipelago. It slopes gently to 
the " sweet south," and is protected from the incle- 
mency of the northern blast by a range of heath-clad 
hills sufficiently high for this purpose, without being 
high enough to retain their snowy coverings on the 
return of spring. A considerable number of limpid 
rivulets meander from the heights to the shore^ giving 
an air of fertility and freshness to the scene; while 
the shore itself is laved by one of the noblest firths 
that can be conceived, rushing to and from the Ger- 
man Ocean with irresistible velocity; and with a 
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hoise, dhould the wind blow in an adverse direction, 
ten thousand times louder than the fall of Lodore, so 
admirably described by Southey. 

Where, indeed, can there be a greater difference 
than between the surplus water of a puny mountain- 
lake, falling from an elevation of some forty or fifty 
feet, and the illimitable, unfathomable Atlantic urg- 
ing its resistless course through a narrow strait, chafed 
and maddened at intervals by rock, islet, and head- 
land, whilst the fierce east wind sweeps over its agi- 
tated surface, making the white billows take even a 
vertical direction, as if they would brave the very 
heavens ? Moreover, the men of this hyperborean 
Paradise are proverbial over the country for prudence, 
caution, temperance, and all the Franklinian virtues. 
There are volumes of wise saws floating on the breath 
of the Holm population, which may yet enrich the 
libraries of those who are wise in their generation, 
when a suitable Chambers shall be found to collect 
and edite them. Anacreon and Tom Moore are held 
in abomination by this money-making generation; 
while Cocker and Franklin, and the honourable mem- 
ber for Middlesex, are objects of the profoundest re- 
verence. The doctrines of George Fox have never 
found supporters in this peculiar spot, except in so far 
as the evasion of tax-paying is concerned ; but the 
aphorism of a celebrated quaker is familiar among . 
them as household words — namely, " Son, get money, 
honestly if thou canst ; but get money," 

A schism had nearly arisen among them as to the 
faithful translation of a passage of holy writ— viz. 
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" The love of money is the root of all evil." A large 
majority of these learned Thebans insisted that the 
translators had erred, and wished to read it thus — 
" The want of money," &c. ; but, after considerable 
argumentation and ingenuity had been displayed on 
both sides, they wisely came to the resolution to make 
it a matter of forbearance. 

A certain wight, to whom nature had given a joy- 
euse temperament, returning from Edinburgh, where 
he had imbibed a little liberalism, so far departed 
from established custom as to sing one of Ramsay's 
bon vivant lilts at the marriage of a near relation. But 
when he came 

" Now heap the fire, and dight the ribs. 
An' het the hoase baith but an' ben ; 
That mutcbkin stoup it hands but dribs, 
Sae let's bring in the tappit hen !" 

the maidens tossed their pretty heads, the young men 
skilled significantly, the elders scowled, and co;ighing 
became so generaJ, that the far-travelled youth, who 
had been nine weeks in Edinburgh, was compelled to 
be silent; whilst Mansie Tangle, the lank-haired' 
ferry-man, was put on the leei for an elder for skriegh^ 
ing " Auld Rob Morris,** — ^who, by the bye, had nu- 
merous flocks of black sheep, and other good things 
pertaining to this life. 

Such is a slight outline of the parish and people 
where Magnus Halcro* first opened his eyes on a sin- 
ful world ; and few in that world ever opened their 
eyes on greater penury, or murider prospects. 
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During the time that his mother was encHnle, his 
father perished at the Greenland whale-fishing ; and 
when the fatal tidings arrived, the poor woman gave 
premature birth to him whose story we are about to 
relate. 

The hapless orphan had no relatives in the district 
save an old woman, a distant relation of his father, 
who, with much toil and attention, made a bare shift to 
keep the wolf from the door, even without the incum- 
brance of an infant. But, with that noble independ- 
ence which has ever characterised our Orcadian ma- 
trons, she scorned the paltry pittance doled out by the 
kirk-session. She took the child to her cottage, dockd 
some of her former finery, and clothed it like alfttle 
prince. If she rose early formerly, she got up earlier 
now — if she was assiduous heretofore, she henceforth 
doubled her diligence. The demand for " hand-spun" 
yarn increased ; the meal fell in price ; the potatoes 
became more plentiful year after year ; and by the 
time our hero saw his sixth birth-day, old Mabel found 
she wag in easier circumstances than when, with trem- 
bhng hands and a wo-begone heart, she bore the little 
Mansie to her shieling. 

There be readers in this reading age who may sup- 
pose that our little varlet did nothing from the time 
he began to toddle until the end of his first lustre, 
but make dirt pies and torment the poor kitten. They 
are mistaken. As his grandaunt's cot was contiguous 
to the parish school, his mild blue eyes and winning 
manner quite captivated the dominie, who, (hough he 
had ten or a dozen boys of his own, made a complete 

E 
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pet of " auld Mabel's curiie." To be the master's fa- 
vourite, is to make the whole school friends. Gray 
has said, ** A favourite has no friends." I deny the 
position. ' Mansie was not only the master's favourite 
but the favourite of every boy and girl that attended 
his seminary ; and hence " King Pepin," " Cock Ro- 
bin," <* The Glass Slipper," &c. &c. were as familiar 
to the urchin as if he had had the pocket-money of 
an embryo laird. 

Symptoms of industry began to develope them- 
selves even at this tender age. During the time that 
others were playing various games on the school - 
green, Mansie invariably kept the inside of the school, 
and diligently picked up every pin and needle that lay 
beneath the forms ; and in process of time he had a 
little treasure, as he carefully stuck them in the leaves 
of written copy-books, cut into regular slips, and ar- 
ranged with a neatness and precision that would have 
done honour to Obadiah Minikin, the great South- 
wark pinmaker. A species of barter soon took place 
between our hero and various old women, who took 
both pride and pleasure in encouraging the early mer- 
cantile propensities of the boy, and foretelling, with 
their wonted sagacity, " that Magnus Halcro's head 
wad sune fill a rich man's bonnet." Hence he had a 
monopoly of the market in goose pens and other nich- 
nacksy which were regularly transmuted into hard cash 
on the annual return of Charlie Chance, the " Elgin 
packie," to whom Mansie looked up as to a model of 
excellence. 

But who may describe the rapture with which our 
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hero beheld, for the first time, the dazzling glories of 
the Kirkwall fair? An interminable \ista of booths, 
laden with the riches of either Indla-^at least so 
they appeared to him — cloths, siliis, prints, pictures, 
watches, and jewellery ; to say nothing of confection* 
ery << stands," embellished with ducal coronets and 
royal and imperial crowns. The fervid imagination 
of Columbus never dreamt of half so much wealth at 
the capital of the Great Khan, in that terra incognita 
which was so long the object of his desire ; And Mag- 
nus resolved to be rich. To this end he solicited and 
obtained employment, during the fourteen days of his 
sojourn, from one of the ** merchants," as they are 
quaintly called, — a burly " britherT* from the west of 
Fife, who, next to money, loved nothing so well as 
integrity and rigid attention. The merchant found, 
in a day or two, the young islander so much after his 
own heart that he prevailed on him to remain with him. 
This was one of the fortunate periods which ote 
hero in aHer life would always revert to with peculiar 
satisfaction, inasmuch as under such a master's expe- 
rience the germs of industry and economy budded, 
blossomec^ and expanded. Years rolled on — the 
young Orcadian became a complete adept in the mys- 
teries of money^making ; his credit was already am- 
ple, and his mercantile respectability unimpeachable. 
His pack was exchanged for a shop ; and instead of 
beti^ exposed to all the inclemencies of an hyperbo^ 
rean winter, he began to taste the luxuries of town 
IHe, and even to share in the refinements of bis more 
patrician neighbours, who willingly overlooked his 
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mean origin on account of the more sterling qualities 
with which he was invested. Many of them, too, had 
marriageable daughters ; and many a winter evening 
was spent by certain aristocratic dowagers debating 
an all-important question—namely, Money versus Pe- 
digree. It was always carried in favour of the former, 
though with great reluctance. Fans were flirted in 
anger, and sighs heaved in sorrow, for the good old 
time, when nothing but hereditary right conferred the 
rank of gentleman on any individual whatever. 

Mr Halcro', however, knew the value of a painfully 
acquired fortune too well to dissipate it in supporting 
the freaks and whimsies of — 

'• A penoyless lass wi' a lang pedigree. 

So reducing one of the saxos of his native parish to 
practice, viz. << It is better to be the head o' the com- 
monality than the tail o* the gentry,*' he wedded a 
healthy, comely, sweet tempered maiden, whose gra- 
titude for the preference, and good sense displayed in 
her domestic economy, more than compensated for 
the want of both rank and fortune. 

Hitherto, however, the blind deity had only shed 
her favours on the head of our hero like dew. She 
was now determined, in one of her wild freaks, to 
pour them in torrents— i-to make him the Rothschild 
of Thule. Already he had obtained the civic chair ; 
already did his influence predominate in the town- > 
council and through the whole burgh ; already had 
ministerial and opposition candidates ^' waited " up- 
on the provost, and with problematical humility sq- 
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licited the honour of his suffrage, with all the et ce- 
ieras which are resorted to on these occasions. But 
all this was nothing to the golden harvest that await- 
ed him. In the autumn of 17 — , a large vessel, very 
richly laden, sailed from a port in the Mediterranean 
for • Month afler month elapsed, and no tid- 
ings reached her anxious proprietors, and still more 
anxious freighters. The vessel, in short, was given over 
f<H> lost ; and an enormous sum was paid at Lloyd's 
to her owners^ and to the house to which the cargo 
belonged. But in place of so much wealth being swal- 
lowed up by the devouring ocean, the vessel was 
stranded on one of the numerous holms, or Islets, 
which skirt the northern extremity of- ; and such 
was her precarious situation, that a more prudent man 
would scarcely have risked twenty pounds on the spe- 
culation ; but Mr Halcro' combined enterprize with 
prudence, and honour with both. He instantly wrote 
to Lloyd's', describing the true situation of the vessel, 
the state of her valuable cargo, and the risk and ex- 
pense of saving both, offering, at the same time, either 
to purchase the whole concern, or to act as their agent. 
The directors of the great insurance office preferred 
the former ; and, for a mere nominal snm, our fortu* 
nate speculator became possessed of this immense 
treasure. It was now that Providence smiled on his 
undertaking. Contrary to the experience of the old- 
est inhabitants of these dreary regions, the weather 
continued serene for three or four consecutive ^eeks, 
and by that time every fragment of the cargo was se- 
curedy and the vessel floated round to a place of 
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safety, where she was repaired, and re-laden at a 
trifling expense. Soon afterwards she arrived at her 
original port of destination ; where, owing to her un- 
toward passage, her cargo had risen in value at least 
50 per cent, which not only defrayed the expense of 
repairs, furnishings, re*lading, insurance, and inci- 
dental sums, but actually lefl a huge profit. 

Thus, by early industry, rigid attention to busi- 
ness, prudence, probity, and a concatenation of for- 
tunate circumstances; the homeless orphan raised 
himself from the depths of poverty and obscurity, to 
the very apex of political and commercial greatness — 
became the founder of a family — ^and may be held up 
as a model to all the young aspirants to mercantile ce- 
lebrity who may chance to read these pages. We can- 
not do better, in summing up his character, than use 
the beautiful language of Mr Hall, the amiable edi- 
tor of the Amulet. 

He was a very old man^and had seen 
His children's children flourish as they grevr ; 
Yet strong in mind as he had never been 
Unworn by fourscore summers—still be drew 
The eyes of all men on him ; for his fame 
Had gone forth to the nations, and his name 
Was like himself, time-hononred,— and his look 
Wasas the index to some well penned book. 
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CHAPTER I. 



1*11 read you matter deep and dangerous. 
As full of pprll and adventurous spirit, 
AS to o'erwalk a current riMurlng loud» 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

8HAKSPEARE. 



The ^ec^nica^ief of the following narrative necessarily 
confine the writer to great plainness of composition, 
while its truth forbids him to employ the embellish- 
ments of fiction. The very recollection of the soul- 
harrowing scenes which he is about to pourtray al- 
most paralyzes the functions of his hand ; but the tale 
strengthens the numerous testinionies already before 
the world of what human nature is capable of endur- 
ing, even when hope has fled. 

In the month of August 1 82-^ the brig sailed 

from Arachat, Cape Breton, with a cargo of dry and 
pickled fish, staves^ and lumber^ for the island of Bar- 
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badoes. For the first twelve days the passage was 
comparatively pleasan t High in health, and buoyant 
in spirits^ we bounded merrily before the gale, whiling 
away the tedious hours, when off duty, with such 
books as suited the whim of the moment ; among 
which << Inkle and Yarico" was thumbed to as dingy 
a hue as the copper-coloured beauty whom the heart- 
less wretch sold to the Barbadian planter. 

On the 28th Augusti a strong gale from S.E.com- 
menced* The heavens, which so lately had smiled ip 
tropical beauty, seemed literally enveloped in sackcloth 
and the mountainous waves reared their hydra heads 
to heaven, and with foamy crests, roared as if they 
had been pealing the dirge of nature ; while the tem- 
pest, howling through the confused and mangled tack- 
ling, increased the elemental discord: 

Our canvass being reduced to a reefed foresail, and 
the vessel steering right before the wind, we were in 
hopes, as tlie rain poured down in torrents, that the 
gale would abate towards noon; but alas ! instead of 
abating, it continued to increase, until it became a 
hurricane, — the sea at the'same time running so cross, 
that the vessel was almost continually under water, 
boats, bulwaiics, and spare spars, having all been swept 
from the deck. 

At one P.M., on the 29th, the fragments of the reef- 
ed foresail were blown from the yard ; an hour after- 
wards a tremendous wave broke over the stern, stove 
the stem-boat, broke the ** companion," so that the 
water rushed into the cabin, and washed away two 
compasses. While the people were endeavouring to 
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secure the remains of the stern-boat, and nailing tar- 
paulings over the cabin hatchway, another fearful sea, 
almost perpendicular^ took the vessel abaft, and com- 
pletely covered her up to the leading blocks. We 
thought she would have gone down head foremost, 
but she recovered ; and, as her bow rose to the sea, 
the water rushed aft with such violence, that the first 
mate and two of the seamen were washed overboard. 
Providentially the mate and one seaman got hold of 
the stem-boat s lashings, and clung to them, while the 
other got entangled in the coil of the main-sheet in 
passing over the stem, and thus all three, tliough with 
great difficulty, were hauled on board again. At five 
P.M. the hurricane was at its height-^the rain stiH 
pouring in torrents — and the sea raging with unabated 
violence. A monstrous wave struck the vessel on the 
larboard quarter, and broached her to. 

The helm was instantly put hard a-port and a frag- 
ment of the fore-staysail set, but the vessel would not 
pay off ; and as she was now lying in the trough of 
the sea, with more than half her deck under water, 
we were under the necessity o[ setting the balance- 
reefed trysail to bring her to. When this important 
measure was effected, and the people busily employ- 
ed battening down the fore-hatch — ^baling the water 
out of 'the cabin with buckets-^labouring at the 
pumps, and endeavouring to secure the foot of the 
trysail to the main-boom, a furious wave strack the 
vessel fore and aft at one and the same moment, and 
hove heron her beam-ends. With the utmost difficul- 
ty I crawled on the broadside, where I found the mate 
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and three of the crew, two having been washed away 
when the brig upset, and consequently perished. — 
Another sea struck her under the bilge, and threw 
her farther over, so that now we could cling compa- 
ratively easy to the side. Still our fortitude cGd not 
forsake us* In order to right our vessel* we cut the 
lanyards of the lower main and fore rigging, and also 
those of the topmast back-stays, with our pocketknives. 
The maiBmast immediately went about two feet above 
the deck, and the foremast by the cap, and in about 
eight minutes the vessel righted, but completely full 
of water. As a foriorn hope, we then took to the 
foremast, cut away the fbreyard in order to ease the 
mast, and secured ourselves, as best we might, with 
such fragments of rope as we could lay our hands on 
in that moment of confusion and horror. Had the 
foremast, like the mainmast, gone, every soul of us 
would have at once^been swept into eternity. As it 
was> we thought we were only prolonging a miserable 
existence as the waves were ever and anon breaking 
over us, and tlie mast, unsupported by rigging, jerk- 
ing most fearfully. To describe the horrors of this 
miserdbk niglit baffles the«powers of pen like mine. 
It nay be conceived, but can never be adequately ex- 
pressed. 

About daylight on the 30th, the hurricane began 
to abate a little, but the sea ran so high that we were 
unable to get on deck until the evening. There were 
then four feet of water over the greater pert of the 
vessel, but as she was settling down by the head, a 
small portion of the quarter-deck was left dry at mter- 
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vals. Here we found that the hatches, and eVen the 
pumps, had been washed away^ and that every article 
that could float in the cabin had been lost through 
the stem windows, sky-light, and companion. The 
greater part of the wreck still hung alongside by the 
starboard rigging that was not cut when the vessel 
upset, rebounding on the hull with tremendous vio- 
lence. 

Having had no subsistence for forty hours, we now 
attempted with a small piece of board, torn from the 
bulwarks, to poke down the skylight, and finding a 
barrel jammed up against the starboard combings, we 
made a shifl to stave in the head of it, and to hook the 
contents up piecemeal, as the cask was too large for 
the aperture. Unfortunately, it contained only hog*s 
lard ; but even of this repulsive substance the cla- 
morous calls of nature induced us to partake, accom- 
panied by some fragments of soaked biscuit, which 
now and then floated up. 

We now secured some of the lard in a piece of can- 
vass from the wreck, and lashed it in the forctop, 
where we again fastened ourselves for the night. On 
the S 1st, we succeeded in getting up part of a barrel 
of flour, small quantities of which were dry. This was 
an inestimable acquisition. 

At noon it came to rain ; and by means of an empty 
sugar box, and a few boards torn from the cabin bulk- 
heads, we had our thirst allayed, and, moreover, sav- 
ed about three quarts of water, which was all the 
liquid we had to share amongst us for nine days ! 

Ist Sept, — This morning; at daylight, we decried 
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a sail, about four miles" to leeward, under three jury- 
masts, plying to windward. .With an indescribable 
feeling of extacy we beiield the blessed vision. Our 
limbs seemed to be braced anew — our spirits mount- 
ed — we found ourselves vigorousi as if newly created. 
We now used very eflPort to get our vessel's head be- 
fore the wind, and with intolerable labour got up a 
piece of a wrecked sail from alongside, and set it for 
a foresail — ^but, alas ! in the emphatic words of Co- 
leridge, she lay moveless 

** As a painted ship upon a painted sea.** 

The stranger being under jury-masts, and having lost 
her boats, could not get nigh us, and night hid her 
from our view — for ever ! Agony — unalloyed agony 
— now took possession of our souls. We seemed as 
beings upon whom providence had set his ban— and 
we were impiously envious of the fate of those who 
had been swept at once into the flood beneath, with- 
out tasting the unheard-of horrors of our situation. 

The gale had subsided into a calm ; the sea had 
fallen and become smooth as glass. The vertical sun 
issued a fiery flame on our unprotected heads ; and 
thirst, intolerable raging thirst, seized on us. 

Our lips became cracked and swollen, and our 
tongues seemed as if rolling amid a glutinous matter, 
nauseous and disgusting beyond expression or^con- 
ception. 

To add, if possible, to the horrors of our situation, 
three enormous sharks played round the vessel day 
after day, as if waiting for their prey. Let not the 
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philosopher smile when I confess that our proximity 
to these monsters chilled our souls, with horror, and 
made even our situation still more gloomy. We long- 
ed to rid ourselves of them, which at length we effect- 
ed. Having by good fortune found a hook fit for my 
purpose, I appended it to a line, baited it with a 
piece of our lard, and in a very short time the marine 
ravager was floundering on the deck. We cut him up 
in several pieces, threw the fragments overboard, and 
thus scared away these fearful visitants. 

Days of horror succeeded to nights of agony. 
Thirst, that most appalling of all human miseries — 
thirst, violent parching thirst — scorched us, burnt us 
up ; and we frequently used to plunge into the briny 
flood, and found, or thought we found, some allevia- 
tion from the external and internal fire that consumed 
us. 

On the 9th September, we fastened a rope about 
the waist of one of our number, and let him down 
through one of the hatches^ where we knew the wa- 
ter had been stowed, if haply some of the casks might 
not have been stove. As the great providence of 
God would have it, he found a cask whole and entire. 
We immediately rigged a temporary tackle or pur- 
chase, and with incredible labour hoisted the treasure 
on deck, rolled it aH; to the highest part of the deck, 
secured it in the best manner we could, and broach- 
ed it. 

It would be preposterous to describe our joy, our 
extacy on this occasion. The exquisite enjoyment 
of laving our blackened and burnt lips and palates 
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with this heaven-sent beverage can never be describ- 
ed — can never be conceived — can never be forgotten. 
But this much we may say with Cowper, and truly, 

" God moves in a mysterious way, 

His wonders to perform ; 
He plants his footsteps in the sea. 

And rides upon the storm." 

llth]^Sept. at 11 A.M. we again had the happiness 
of seeing a sail— again our hearts throbbed with more 
than feverish anxiety, and bounded with gratitude for 
the wished-for deliverance. The vessel made several 
tacks, and during one of them she stood so far to the 
northward, that we were paralyzed with the fear that 
she had not seen us, or, seeing, avoided us. At length 
she put about and stood for us. At S p.m. we had 
the unspeakable happiness of seeing her lower away 
a boat and send it to the wreck ; and in a short time 
we found ourselves safe on board the stranger, after 
fourteen days of such misery, as I have in vain at- 
tempted to describe. Our deliverer proved to be a 
French brig, named Le Landes, from Guadaloupe, 
bound to Bourdeaux. On board of this vessel we 
were treated with great humanity ; and afler a stormy 
passage, in which we lost our mainmast, fore-topmast, 
all our boats and almost all our water (that having 
been imprudently stowed upon deck), we fortunately 
fell in with the brig " Bienenstock," bound to Ham- 
burgh. Anxious to leave the French vessel, whose 
scarcity of water was becoming alarming, and having 
nothing standing abaft but a jury-mast, I asked and 
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obtained a passage in the stranger. But as all her 
boats were stove likewise, the Captain sheered his 
vessel alongside of ours> and> throwing a rope on 
board, I committed myself once more to the waters, 
and was dragged on board of the friendly Hambur- 
ger. On the 12th of November we arrived safe at 
Cuxhaven* 
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CHAPTER II. 



Will had promised hU Sue that this trip, U well e 
Should coil up his hopes, and he'd anchor on shore ; 
AVhen his pockets were lin'd, why, his life should be mcDdCd ; 
The laws he had broken he'd never break more. 



Long, long had the superior qualities of the '' Saucy 
Ino/* and the high nautical talents of her commander, 
baffled the manoeuvres, and eluded the vigilance of 
the revenue cruisers, from the Lizard Point to Cape 
Wrath — ^from the Stour of Assynt to the Chops of the 
Shannon. She was a cutter of the first order, clench 
built-'-pliant as an osier, and sharp fore and afl as a 
wedge. Her spars were out of all proportion square, 
and, consequently, she could spread a cloud of can- 
vass beyond any other vessel of her tonnage on the 
British coasts. My nautical readers will have some 
idea of her when I inform them, that though she was 
only 110 tons register, she spread 32 cloths in the 
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head of her mainsail, with squaresail, fly-by-night, 
steering' sails, and staysails, of the same ample di- 
mensions. Her crew consisted of thirty '* crack^' 
hands, who had been bred in the ** moonlight " (fom 
boyhood ; she mounted ten 9-pound carronades, with 
a proportionable quantity of small arms, and a well- 
stored magazine. Betts (for that was the name of her 
daring commander) had prosecuted the *' fai r tra de *' 
from the time he was the height of a serving-mallet ; 
knew every creek and landing- place in the island 
where <^ business'* could be done ; was up to all the 
strategy practised by the '^ Philistines ;" and having 
never been taken, swore he never should. 

When the ports of the Continent were shut up to 
every other vessel, Betts contrived to load his ^* hook- 
er " with the same facility as ever ; dashed through 
every obstacle by sea and land, and, emboldened by 
uninterrupted success, threatened to sink certain small 
vessels who impeded his future prospects. On the 
3d of June, 1810, Betts, along with his consort, the 
** Matchless," a lai^ vessel which mounted eighteen 
guns, was quietly discharging an illicit cargo of brandy 
and tobacco at the mouth of Loch Badnell, an obscure 
. bay on the north coast of Sutherland. The brig to 
which the writer belonged mounted twelve long sixes, 
and^was manned with a complement of forty men. At 
day-break we descried the two vessels in question, 
and, from the cut of their canvass, knew them at once 
to be smugglers. Every inch of cloth was crammed 
on our vessel,— the decks were cleared for action,— the 
guns loaded with round, grape; and canister,-the pikes 
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were cut away from the main-boom, the tops barricaded 
with spare studding-sails, and half-a-dozen picked men 
stationed in each top to act as marksmen. Towards 10 
A.M. the wind fell, and as ^1 was anxiety, the '' sweeps'" 
were resorted to. In an hour it became quite oalm ; 
but, as the sea was smooth, we swept the brig from 
two and a half to three knots an hour through the wa- 
ter. Every nerve was strained, and every face bright- 
ened ; for, though the chase was sweeping and tow- 
ing with might and main, yet being considerably em- 
bayed, we ranged up with them hand over hand. 

It is not generally known, perhaps, that revenue 
ensigns have a crown and star in the fly, to distin- 
guish them from those worn by vessels under the or- 
ders of the admiralty. As a deception, our comman- 
der directed this to be sewed up, ranged the ham- 
mocks along the bulwarks, and placed six men with ^ 
red shirts on the poop, in order that they might be 
taken for marines. We now swept the brig between 
both vessels, and opened our fire ; but the ** Match- 
less," by strenuous exertion, managed to get out of 
our range, swept away to the northward, and, catch- 
ing a light air in her sails, contrived to escape. We 
had now to do with the " Ino " alone* We poured a / 
broadside into her, but it was not returned. And 
the smoke clearmg away a little, we saw the smug- 
gler's crew had deserted their quarters. Bettsran 
fore SLhd aft among his crew, beseeching^ exhortilig, 
swearing, and threatening, but all in vain— >the crew 
jumped into the boat. The exasperated Betts took 
off his hat, and jumping on it^ was the last man that 
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followed them. They pulled with rapidity towards 
the shore ; the writer, with an armed and picked crew^ 
gave chase, and kept blazing away at them with mus- 
ketry for three or four miles. The desperadoes, how- 
ever, landed, and, with the celerity of thought, form- 
ed behind a rock and levelled their pieces, awaiting 
until our boat drew so near them that every shot might 
UU, At this critical moment the recal signal was made 
for the boat, which, in all probability, saved every in- 
dividual of us from destruction. In fact, nothing could 
have preserved us from the deadly effect of their fire- 
arms but the signal above alluded to. When we board- 
ed the prize, such a scene of confusion presented it- 
self as baffles description : brandy running out at the 
scuppers — stove casks lying about the decks in every 
direction — bales of tobacco, wearing apparel, chests, 
hammocks, staves, &c. while the guns were run out, 
loaded to the muzzle and primed, lighted matches in 
the match-tubs, and every symptom of a most deter- 
mined resistance ; and, but for the precaution of pin- 
ning up the crown and star in the ensign, which gave 
us the appearance of a man-of-war brig, I am con- 
vinced we would have '* caught a Tartar." We after- 
wards learned that the '' Matchless" had run her cargo 
in safety on the coast of North Wales ; but poor Betts 
died soon after, and, as it was thought, of a broken 
hearts 

Near hi» grave dash the billows, the i»inds londly bellow ; 
Yon Mh, struck with ligf^tning, pointB out the cold bed 
Where WiU Betts, the bold smuggler, that fam*d lawless 

fellow, 
Once fear*d, now forgot, sleeps in peace with the dead. 
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CHAPTER III. 



*< Morn on the waten ! and purple and bright. 

Bursts on the billows the flushing of light ; 

O'er the glad wavei, like a child of the sun. 

See the tall vessel goes gallantly on ; 

Full to the breeze she unbosoms her sail, 

And her pennon streams onward like Hope in the gale." 

T. K.HARVEr. 



At sunrise, on the 13th day of March 1812, we were 
awakened from a comfortable snooze by the leather- 
lunged boatswain bawling down the half-deck hatch, 
" All hands-' -ship under weigh, *hoy!" With incre- 
dible celerity the windlass was manned, the ship 
" hove short ;" the three top-sails and top gallant - 
sails set a-taunio, and the gallant vessel gliding to the 
westward to the tune of nine knots an hour. Strom- 
ness harbour, with its revelry and its shelter, were 
now to be exchanged for small beer and the perils of 
the Atlantic ; in the space of six hours the sublimity 
of " Hoy-head" had dwindled to a mere speck on the 
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horizon— half an hour more and it had entirely disap- 
peared. I do not pretend to pry into the secrets of 
my betters, and therefore cannot inform my readers 
whether our '' skipper " had had the precaution to 
purchase a " fair wind*' while at Stromness ; for, read* 
er, there were commodities of this kind in the market 
at that period ; bul; this much I know, that I never 
experienced such a fine passage during nineteen yean 
'< sea jog.'* Towards dark, the first day, the three 
top-sails were reefed, the top-gallant-sails set over 
them, the main-tack brought on board, and the bow- 
line shghtly hauled ; and during the passage not a 
finger was laid on either tack, sheet, haulyard, or 
braces, until we were dap in amongst the S. W. ice, 
which occurred on the thirteenth day after leaving 
Orkney ! But our sorrows were no longer to seek ; 
during the first month we e3q>erienced nothing but 
severe gales, accompanied with heavy falls of snow ; 
while the cold was so intense, that it almost deprived 
us of vitality. The running rigging became thick as 
cables, with ice, and the blocks, u e. pullies, became 
as solid and white as Parian marble. It took half an 
hour's work before iackingy to beat the braces with 
handspokes and capstern bars ; and the ice accumu- 
lated so much round the vessel's *^ bo^s," that she 
would scarcely steer ; add to all this the tremendous 
shocks which ever and anon the vessel received from 
the surrounding ^^Jloesy' the horrid crashing of falling 
'' bei^," and the self-will of a continually half-inebri- 
ated captain, and some idea may be conceived of the 
cmfijfU of a whaler. 
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As an instance of the ebriety of our sagacious chief, 
I may remark, that about the middle of April we saw 
a vessel in the ofEng ; the helm was put up and we 
ranged up with her — our stern boat was lowered away 
and manned. The stranger was boarded, and, as 
Bacchus would have it, her commander and ours 
chanced to be ould cronies. Merry was their meet- 
ing, and copious libations were swallowed to the suc- 
cess of the voyage. Toast after toast succeeded each 
other, with inconceivable rapidity, and hilarity was 
at the zenith ; when the word was passed to the ca- 
bin, that it was " coming io Mam*^ 

I shall never forget the lugubrious phiz of our 
hopeful captain when he made his appearance- on 
deck. With serpentine gait, and bewildered intel- 
lect, he moved toward the gangway, but prudence 
forbade him to attempt the side ladder ; accordingly 
" a whip" was brought under his arms, and in a trice 
he was lowered away into the boat's stem sheets.^ 
The crew shoved off, but the sea by this time was 
running high, and in his anxiety to appear sober, he 
stood up, and pretended to give directions. Luckless 
attempt ; the boat suddenly arose to the head sea, 
and in a twinkling he was floundering amidst the icy 
ocean. The crew instantaneously backed their oars ; 
the coxswain pushed out the steer oar, and the hap- 
less wight caught hold of the " wash" immediately 
previous to sinking for the second time. If the 
" whip" was necessary to lower him into the boat, it 
was equally necessary to hoist him out^ and with much 
difficulty we at length got him safe into his own berth. 
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'Twas not before the middle of May that whalea 
made their appearance ; and noto did we begin to la- 
bour h*ke galley slaves. I have very frequently been 
in the boat for a spell of seventeen hours, sans prog^ 
sans liquids ; and oflen, having retired to my berth to 
recruit exhausted nature after extraordinary exertions 
like the above, and just falling into a profound sleep, 
I say often have I been roused from my imaginary 
dreams of bliss to begin anew the toils I had so re- 
cently retired from. On one of these occasions we 
pulled '' high and dry" on the back of a huge whale, 
and got '' socket up" into her. The monster, not- 
withstanding she darted away with inconceivable ve- 
locity, struck the boat with one of the forks of her 
tail, and shivered i* into fragments, while one of the 
crew was dashed overboard by the concussion, and 
perished. The remainder clung to the frame- work 
of the boat, and the line having become entangled, 
the fish dragged us with uncommon rapidity through 
the water for upwards of a couple of miles, and took 
to the pack where several boats were in waiting, some 
to give her the coup de graccy and others to convey 
us to the ship. We had only been a few minutes out 
of the water when our clothes became hard as ice, 
and had literally to be broken ^our backs. The fi»h, 
however, was secured and brought on board ; and, as 
Captain Crowe says on a different occasion, that was 
" one comfort.*' 

Week passed after week, and month after month ; 
incessant, was our toil, and poor our remuneration. 
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During four months and a half we only caught three 
whales, while many vessels went home full in the 
month of June. Towards the latter end of July, a 
dense fog enveloped us, and we literally poked our 
way from lat 71, 16 N* to that of 61, ere the sky 
cleared up. During the homeward passage, we were 
daily' employed in cleaning the ship, scrubbing the 
boats, dressing bear skins, repairing the sails, and 
looking sharp out for Yankee privateers ; but dread- 
ing our own cruisers a thousand times more than all 
Jonathan's navy. The impress — that blot on our na- 
tional escutcheon — terrified those who had no protec- 
tions ; and I am convinced that two-thirds of our peo- 
ple would mnch sooner have been carried into the 
Chesapeake, than into Plymouth Sound. ,0n the 1 1th 
of August, being then off Cape Wrath, the fri- 
gate hove in sight ; all was confusion and insubordi- 
nation. Some stowed themselves away in the hold 
among the '^ shakes," others swallowed tobacco juice 
and shammed sick ; while a third party, more inge- 
nious than either, wrapped themselves in the top-gal- 
lant studding-sails in the fore and main tops. The 
frigate's '* black cutter" was alongside in a trice, and 
a general rummage commenced. To the query, 
'< Where are all your men ?'* the captain responded, 
that they had taken one of the boats the preceding 
day. The boats were then counted, and one was 
found missing, being that which was stove by the 
whale as mentioned above ; but even this would not 
satisfy the scruples of the lieutenant ; and five or six 
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miserables were dragged out of the hold, more like 
the aborigines of New Holland than natives of York- 
shire and Durham. 

By the stratagem of the studding-sail, I escaped 
the general scrutiny, landed next day on one of the 
jetties of Stromness, and bade adieu to whales, Es- 
quimaux, and frigates, for ever. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



*— i.Beef ii rare within these oxleu idea; 

Goat's flesh there is, no doubt, and kid, and mutton ; 

And when a holiday upon them smiles, 

A joint upon their barbarous s^its they put on ; 

But this occurs but seldom. 

Don Juan". 



We are told —and I believe it truly — that the sun 
never sets on one portion or another of our mighty 
empire, but that, like a chef d*ceuvre of one of the 
great masters of antiquity, it is ever encircled by a 
halo of glory, claiming the homage — the admiration 
of the surrounding nations. Yet enter within the 
walls of St. Stephens, you shall hear our senators dis* 
play their geographical and financial acumen relative 
to 

Rivers unknown to song, where first the sun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or bis setting beam 
Flames on tbe Atlantic isles.— > 
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But not a whisper shall you hear breathed relative to 
txihat once 'was an important fortress, an invaluable na- 
val station, and a secure depot for British manufac- 
tures and colonial produce. 

When Napoleon, in the plenitude of his power, had 
shut the European ports on British commerce, from 
the Schaw to Gibraltar — when the decree of Berlin 
was everywhere enforced at the sword's pointy and 
when the produce of British skill and capital was 
•flaming up to heaven in the public squares of Conti- 
nental cities, — *twas then that British cannon bristled 
over the rocky margin of Heligoland— that royal and 
mercantile fleets rode proudly around it — that British 
bayonets gleamed in its morning sunbeams— and that 
the red-cross banner waved triumphantly in its noon- 
tide gale. But the wisdom of our councils, and the 
valour of our troops, having hurled the Gallic chief 
from his proud pre-eminence the Continental rivers 
were again covered with our shipping, and tempora 
mutantur, Heligoland, like Tyre, became a place for 
fishermen to dry their nets on. This island is situat- 
ed in the German Ocean, about nine leagues in a 
westerly direction from the mouths of the Weser, Elbe, 
and Eyder, and forms an admirable land-mark for 
vessels running down on the adjoining coast, as its 
appearance by day is extremely bold, and as there is 
an excellent light-house in operation during the night. 
The native population may vary from fifteen hundred 
to two thousand souls, subsisting chiefly by fishing 
and pilotage, and speaking a mongrel kind of dialect, 
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composed of Danish, Dutch, and German. The ap- 
pearance of the inhabitants is extremely grotesque, 
from their habiliments, like their language, partaking 
of no national character, but being a compound of 
the costumes of those who have intercourse with them. 
The females, like all semi-barbarians, are exceedingly 
fond of finery. 'Tis not uncommon to see a squaw of 
four feet ten inches high, dressed in something like a 
fisherman's jacket, and petticoats of the coarsest fabric, 
scarcely reaching below the knee ; bedizened over 
with copper and brass ornaments, and having substan- 
ces large and transparent as icicles pendant from her 
ears. Both men and women speak at the highest 
pitch of voice, caused, no doubt, by the etemai roar 
of waters around them. 

In the autumn of 1808, the writer visited the forti- 
fied rock. We sailed from Hull, having on board a 
cargo of coffee and sugar. After a tedious passage 
of ten days we got a pilot on board, and anchored off 
the tail of the Down, a small sandy islet on the east 
side of the island, in company with a large fleet 
of shipping, both British and foreign. Scarcely had 
the anchor found its way to the bottom, when a heavy 
gale from the eastward sprung up, which threatened 
destruction to the whole fleet. Day succeeded day, 
and the gale, in place of abating, seemed if possible 
to increase. The sea ran mountains high, and num- 
bers of the smaller crafb were driven from their an- 
chors, and dashed in pieces. The British men of war 
in the outer roadstead (hung by heavy moorings^ laid 
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down for the express purpose) were riding with lower 
yards and topmasts struck, while ever and anon their 
bowspirits were fairly pitching under water. 

At the end of seven days, the gale began to abate 
and in two days more the sea had fallen so much, that 
a lighter came alongside, and we commenced discharg- 
ing. 

No ceremony was used with the precious produce 
of Jamaica and St Domingo. The sugar casks were 
started, and their contents shovelled out with ballast 
shovels ; it fared the same with the coffee ; a small 
partition, or bulk-head in the lighter's hold, separated 
the one from the other, while the rum stood around 
in portable casks and kegs ; and each individual who 
listed, helped himself «a»5 ceremonie to the exhilirating 
fluid. I am sorry to say, that the influence of temper- 
ance societies had not extended to the motley group 
by whom we were at that time surrounded, for often 
the miserables went on shore insensible as the planks 
they lay on. Having delivered the cargo in tolerable 
condition, the writer now ventured on shore. But 
the scene there baffled all description. Every ware- 
house fixed, and temporary — every shed which in the 
slightest manner could protect goods from the weather, 
every spare corner in dwelling housed — nay, every 
crevice, in the rocks, were filled with goods. - The 
range of beach also, for about a quarter of a mile, 
was Completely blocked up with rum, -sugars, cofiee, 
tobacco, &c. &c., with nothing but a tarpauling to 
oover them ! Then such a Babel as you' encoun- 
tered ! Groups of natives, Danes, Hanoverians, Ham- 
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bdrgers, Dutch, Prussians, English, &c. Here twenty 
or thirty Hanoverian small craft pushing with might 
and main to get laden before dark in order that they 
might elude the vigilance of the French sentinels at 
their own rivers during the night ; there eight or ten 
British gun-boats, (each of the size of a Newhaven 
fishing-boat, and carrying one short six-pounder,) 
either pushing out, or returning from a " cutting-out" 
expedition in the Elbe or Weser. On this hand a file 
of veterans coming oflF or mounting guard ; on t'other^ 
a party of tars in their " go ashores," "skylarking," 
and taking their " fun'' off the crews belonging to the 
various galliots, and doggers in the roadstead and on 
the beach. In this quarter might be heard the ine- 
briated laugh, the Bacchanalian shout, and the drun- 
ken song of a party of labourers at their orgies ; in 
that, the regular " delivering song *• of the native fish- 
ermen while in the act of discharging the small craft 
on the beach,— and all this bustle, and commotion, 
and confusion worse confounded, taking place on a 
surface of less than half a square mile. We may also 
remark, that one of the most difficult tasks which the 
merchant or shipmaster had to perform was to pro- 
cure labourers— these gentry not conceiving them- 
selves warranted to work while they had any super- 
fluous cash remaining— and when they didcandeacend 
to favour any individual with their invaluable services, 
it was often paid for at the exorbitant rate of 15s. or 
20s, per diem ! 

Times have changed most wofuUy with them since 
that period ; and happy would the same individuals 
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be at this moment to perfonn double the work for as 
many halfpence. The island is now almost deserted, 
except by the aborigines^ many of whom> having ac- 
quired a taste for vicious indulgences, have emigrated 
to the Continent, and fallen victims to then* unhappy 
propensities. So true are the words of the poet,-— 

O luzuff ! thou cors'd by heareD's decree. 
How do th J potions with iniidious joj 
Diffuse their pleasure only to destroy ! 

We now got under weigh from this most uncomfort- 
able of all ports," stood away to the northward, and 
in three days were safely moored near the city of Got- 
tenburgh, where we passed a whole winter amidst 
" vapours, clouds, and storms," which, alas ! neither 
exalted our ** souls to solemn thought nor heavenly 
musing." 
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ANNIVERSARY OF ROBERT BURNS. 



Soul Of the Poet! wheresoe*er 
Reclaim'd froic earth, thy genius plume 

Her wings of immortality,— 
Suspend thy harp in happier sphere. 
And with thine influence illume 

The gladness of our jubilee. 

And fly like fiends from secret speU, 
Discord and Strife, at Burns' name. 

Exorcist by his memory. 
For be was chief of bards that swell 
The heart with song of social flame. 

And high delicious revelry. 



In the course of my travels, I have listened to the 
threadbare jokes; and the worn-out anecdotes, of 
hosts, and don vivarUs of many countries. The Celtic 
landlord, begriramed with snuff and peat reek, tracing 
his genealogy through the intricate sinuosities of 
many centuries, up to some far-famed robber chief, 
whom he designated with the appellation of Prince." 
I have hearkened to the bluff, full-fed English tavern- 
keeper, witli rubicund phiz, and carbuncled proboscis, 
whose jest followed jest in wearisome succession, the 
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best jest of all generally commenciDg when the 
tankard became empty ; and whose 

'* Loud laugh bespoke the vacant mind." 

I have endured the scraping, cringmg, French mattre 
^hatdy whose endless garrulity became tiresome as 
the chattering of a magpie, or the ticking of a Ger- 
man clock in a sick man's chamber. I have tolerat- 
ed the smirking, smiling keeper of what, in modem 
parlance, is called a Turkish Divan — ^whose cigars, 
Gogniac, Couriers, Chronicles, Courants, and courtesy, 
might have almost induced the inflexible Cruickshanks 
himself to take a ^< go^ especially ^er haranguing 
the simpler portion of the lieges for three hours on 
the merits of temperance. I have shared the festi- 
vities of Town Council candidates, previous to the 
great, the important day, big with the fate of civic 
honours and dinners, when some ambitious citizen, in 
all the potency of purse, was endeavouring to drink 
his way to the civic chair, not having the fear of gout 
and apoplexy before his eyes. I have made one of a 
snug coterie, in the green parlour of an incorrigible 
punster, when all the wit and talent of the burgh were 
concentrated; where humour— herself the gravest of 
the grave— made the hebdomidal meeting like the 
court of Momus— whilst my ears were /nmished with 
bad pum^ and my judgment {;o?iglomerated with worse 
conundrums ;— but the preses of the Bums Club,— ah! 
I shall never look upon his like again ! 

Travelling in the west of Scotland on a dreary 2/ith 
of January, where a << Scotch mist'' had completely 
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drenched me to the skin, I alighted at a certain inn 
in one of the royal burghs of that district. Having 
denuded myself of my saturated habiliments^ and en- 
cased myself afresh in a cozie suit, belonging to 
mine host— who, by the way, was a civic ruler — my 
warm-hearted landlord begged he might have the hon- 
our to introduce me to a large party of his friends, 
who were assembling, in an adjoining room, to com- 
memorate the anniversary of the birth of Burns. — 
Having, from my boyhood, been an enthusiastic ad- 
mirer of our great national poet, I gladly accepted 
his proposal, and with slight ceremony joined the con- 
vivial group, whose faces already beamed with joyous 
anticipation. 

Fbw and short were the greetings we used. 
And we spake not a word of sorrow ; 

Bat we circled the ample oaken board. 
Regardless Of headach to-morrow. 

Over the mantlepiece hung an engraving of the bard, 
superbly framed and gilded^ and decorated in the most 
tasteful manner with laurel and holly. The guests 
took their respective places with great ceremony, by 
the direction of the stewards, while the preses and 
croupier placed themselves at the head and foot of 
th^%ble, with a dignity that would have done hon- 
our to a Lord Mayor's entertainment. The dinner 
was much the same as tavern dinners generally are, 
with the addition of an huge hajggis, " warm reekin' 
rich," which towered like a pyramid in the centre of 
the board, while the gourmands in its neighbourhood, 
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like so many Belzonis, penetrated to its very interior, 
and embellished their shreds of conversation with 
quotations from the poet's inimitable " Address" to 
the " Chieftain of the Pudding Race." The cloth 
was at length removed— the capacious bowl was 
placed before the preses with much ceremony— the 
" shelties" stood in readiness to convey the exhilirat- 
ing beverage to each and all, and the presiding genius 
was soon to be in all his glory. He was like Zaccheus, 
a man of small stature, so far as height went, but he 
amply made up the deficiency by a prodigious rotun- 
dity : his shoulders were as broad as a Dutch Hercu- 
les, or a Hindoo statue of Bramah ; his paunch pro- 
truded like an incarnation of Bolus, and hung over 
his inexpressibles, like an antique bow-window over a 
pend; his nose appeared to have sunk in his oleaginous 
countenance, like Atlantis into the ocean ; whilst his 
large eyes twinkled with fitful gleams — like a pair of 
Will-o' Wisps. His coat and waistcoat were without 
collar, single-breasted, and with ponderous ^jd« ; his 
wig had known the halcyon- days, ere Premier Pitt 
imposed the powder tax ; and Lis ample knee and shoe- 
buckles had been heirlooms in his family since the 
days of Queen Anne. But he had been a crony of 
the poet*s; had had many a hard squeeze in his com- 
pany, was full of anecdote relative to him, and swore 
that he would " slice his constitution" occasionally to 
the memory of his poetic friend, whilst a shred of it 
lasted. Moreover, be had no competitor in the art 
and mystery of punch-making for forty miles round. 
All these rare qualities^ concentrated in one and the 
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same person, had placed him in the elevated situation 
which he held that night, where his word was law, 
and even his nod held in reverence. After the preli- 
minary toasts were drunk, and compliments poured 
in on him, from all quarters, on the superlative flavour 
of his '^ browst," he stood up to give the toast of the 
evening, but as he was *^ sorely scanty" in longitude, 
he was under the necessity of mounting his arm-chair 
for a rostrum. What a glorious subject for the pencil 
of Hogarth ( 

He told them, the time had at length arrived when 
prejudice had been expelled from the minds of man- 
kind relative to the great bard — that his glory was 
dispelling the mists that had hitherto enshrouded him, 
that his fame had extended to the extremities of the 
globe, that mausoleums to his memory were studding 
the country, that the lover woo'd his mistress, the mo* 
ther soothed her child in his lays. Nay, even the 
beggar, when he wished to soften the heart of apa- 
thy, made use of his undying strains. He compared 
him to the pearl of Cleopatra, which was taken from 
the depths of the ocean to blaze on the brow of regal 
beauty. He averred that certain of his songs were 
the watch words of liberty, and at the sound thereof, 
the tyrants in all countries trembled in their citadels; 
and he called on all present to drink his memory— 
not in solemn silence— not with long funereal faces, 
as his name and writings were already immortal— but 
with hilarity, with enthusiasm^ that such a master 
spirit had arisen amongst the glorious peasantry of 
Scotland. The thunders of approbation that succeed- 
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ed the president's oration, beggars description. — 
The chandeliers swung to and fro with the concussion 
of the cheering, the wainscotting shook, and the wait- 
ers stood aghast ; but the indefatigable and practised 
chairman made the '^ shelties" move with unprecedent- 
ed celerity— filled up every hiatus, in the conversation ; 
was not only witty himself, but the cause of wit in 
others ; elicited songs, toasts, and sentiments, from 
those who never were known to commit themselves 
in that manner before, and soared into the very upper 
regions of fun, fancy, and frolic ; at the same time 
giving each member his proper share in the mental, 
as well as corporeal festivity of the evening. 

When tlie festive party had arrived at the proper 
pitch of enjoyment, the master spirit of the entertain- 
ment drew a manuscript from his pocket, and, with 
much solemnity, informed the meeting, that what he 
was about to read had been written at his own special 
request, and was the production of a gentleman, who, 
but for the all-engrossing cares of commerce, might 
have obtained an elevated nich in the temple of the 
muses. ** It is an address," he said, *< to an harp, 
whose strings shall continue to vibrate, and whose 
tones shall delight mankind, until the end of all things, 
it is 

TO THE HARP OF BURNS" 

Thou Doric harp of Bums — all hail — 
No more thy master's hand shall waken 

Those anthems on thy chords, whose spell 
Could make us deem they erst were taken 

From passions fount in angel's breasts, 

When love made them earth's heavenly guests. 
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The hand that tuned thy keys is cold^ 
And dim the eye that o'er thee brighten*d^ 

Or wept the plaintive tale thou told, 
Or with prophetic fury lighten'd, 

As thy deep diapason rose 

To music's thunder at the close. 

But what avails Death's triumph here ? 

The magic strains the Bard has given. 
Are not the Spring songs of the year, 

But lasting as the stars in heaven ; 
The very winds, did all forget, 
Would sing the music that he set. 

The mountain streams his muse embalm'd. 
Would keep alive the roundelay, 

The Lark, on ether's breast becalm'd, 
Would tell it to the eye of day ; 

The daisy, while night's zephyrs float, 

Would weep it, ere it were fergot* 

While there's a heart* to heave love's sigh — 
While there's a breast in anguish mourns ; 

Albeit it were unconsciously, 

They'd do it in the words of Burns ; 

For though his name should cease to be, 

His songs have inounortality. 
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To soothe the old^to charm the young, 

A lasting— -4t perennial river. 
Like accents of our mother tongue, 

They echo in our ears for ever ; 
In mirth or madness— sickness — prayer, 
Each feeling has its language there. 

When first o*er thee he laid his hand, 

Malignity sat by and jeered ; 
He struck — with music filled the land — 

The laugh was hushed — the demon feared 
And fled ; but, as a curse were o'er him, 
The strain he loathed was still before him. 

The city's noise was hushed to list 

With rapture to the poet's song ; 
The shepherd, mid his mountain mist, 

Bade echo waft the strain along ; 
The beggar sung the favourite lay, 
To soflen hearts to charity. 

The pilgrim of the stormy sea, * 

Had stored his memory with the rhymes, 

And to the rude winds psaltery, 
On polar seas, in tropic climes, 

Would chant them till his rough heart prored 

He scarce till then his country loved. 
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In them the peasant told his love. 
The mother soothed her weeping child ; 

The crazed heart in snatches wove 
His measures, and its care beguiled^ 

While some to con them learned to read, 

And they became his country's creed. 

Each spot he sung grew classic ground, 
Our streams became the Muses' fountains ; 

And thither foreign pilgrims wound. 

To woo them mid our barren mountains ; 

Till Arethusa flowed unwept. 

The echo round Parnassus slept. 

Once more, then Doric harp, farewell ; 

And in this idle tear at parting. 
If grief be mixed for him who fell, 

Pride too, the briny drop is startling. 
Exulting pride, that Bums* song 
Is parcel of my mother tongue. 

Thunders of applause succeeded this recitation ; 
and, as if influenced by a similar spirit without doors, 
the people in the street testified their approbation of 
what was going on by three hearty huzzas, and one 
cheer more in honour of Scotland's favourite poet. 
The Croupier now, with due formality, requested per- 
mission of the Chair to read a piece of similar import. 
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which had been written>.he said^ by no less a person- 
age than the dominie of a neighbouring clachan, 
who, but for the obtuse intellect of a certain influen- 
tial civic dignitary, might have been, and, in his opin- 
ion ought to have been, rector of academy* '' I 

might have expanded my subject*'— he writes—** over 
a greater surface of paper, but your intercourse with 
the world must have already taught you the truth oi 
the Roman adage, — Est brevitate opusy ut currat sen- 
tenticu 

UsherM by storms and tempests drear. 

Again the auspicious day returns ; 
A day to Cale^nia dear, — 

The birth-day of immortal Burns, — 
No more the beauteous matron mourns. 

No more her tresses sweep the earth. 
Her poet's mighty name adorns 

The happy land tliat gave him birth I 

O ! for a portion of that fire, 

That pathos, strength, and energy, 
. With which the poet swept his lyre 

While struggling with pale poverty ;— 
Then should my muse adventurous try 
The dignified, the darmg theme,-*- 
A theme immeasurably high, — 
Even Scotland's mighty Minstrel's fame. 
H 2 
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But that can ne*er forgotten be ; — 

He bade her Doric numbers chime, 
And struck her harp, whose silver chords 

Shall vibrate till the end of time. 
The pealing, rapturous notes sublime. 

That rung^from his immortal lyre, 
Shall ever ring, thro' every clime, 

Till blazes Nature's funeral pyre ! 

His lyrics glad the Scottish swains, 

Where Ganges rolls with sullen roar ; 
His nervous, soul ennobling strains 

Resound on Hudson's icy shore : 
Beyond the Andean mountains hoar. 

Where sacred Freedom's banners blaze. 
Our countrymen his loss deplore, 

And yearly crown his bust with bays. 

His satire was the lightning's flashy 

Which purified our moral air. 
His war songs were the thunder's crash 

Which stirr*d the lion in his lair : — 
He painted Scotland's daughters fair. 

All beauty, tenderness^ and light, 
Like verdant wreaths of flow'rets rare. 

With summer dews beqpangled bright. 
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Then let thy heath empurpled plains 

With Tuscan vales for ever vie. 
And Scotland may thy dulcet strains 

Still rival Tuscan melody : — 
Let thy maternal tears be dry, 

For though his radiant course be run, 
The astonished world with plaudits high 

Proclaims him thine illustrious son. 
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I look'd on thy deatb-cold Ace, my lassie,— 
I look'd on tby death-oold face; 

Thou seemed a lily neve cut i' the bud, 
And fading in its place. 

Thy lips were ruddy and calm, my latsi?,— 

Thy lips were ruddy und calm ; 
But gana was the holy breath o' bearen 

To sing the evening psalm. 



ALLAN CUNMINOHAM. 



Andrew Jamieso^ was a thorough-paced Came- 
ronian* He held hats in abomiDation, as they savour- 
ed of Erastianism ; abhorred boots, because the troop- 
ers of 1685 wore them while galloping over the wilds 
of Dumfriesshire in quest of the persecuted remnant ; 
testified against the use of '^ fanners" in the process of 
separating the chaff from the wheat, as a tacit renun- 
ciation of the doctrines of a superintending providence. 
tie judged of the excellencies or defegts of a sermon 
bj-its length ; and on that of prayer by the colloquial 
familiarity which the clergyman held with the Deity ; 
pronounced on his orthodoxy by the complexion of 
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his text ; and lifted^up his voice againat gownsi bands, 
and white pocket-handkerchiefs, as frippery belonging 
to the scarlet lady* Academical honours were his 
loathing, as he knew that, like plenary indulgences, 
they are, and were, to be had for money ; nor would his 
prejudice allow him to distinguish between the man 
who received a D.D.-ship, as the honourable reward 
of a life devoted to sacred literature, and him who 
earned it by lodging a Professor's wife and daughter 
during the race week. Sermons in MS., though they 
had been the composition of a Chalmers, and read 
with the classic elocution of a Thomson, appeared to 
him as a sounding brass or a tinkling cymbal ; or, in 
his own vernacular phrase, '< they went in at the tae 
lug, an' out at the tither." 'Twas the pride of his 
heart to travel twenty or thirty miles to hear a favou* 
rite preacher ; or to attend sacramental ^' occasions" 
in the open air, in unfrequented districts, in imitation 
of the heroes of the covenant, who scorned to square 
their creed to the mandates of a tyrannical govern- 
ment ; and I verily believe that a slight touch of per* 
secution would liave added to his enjo3rments in this 
subhinary sphere ; but this, as he frequently hinted, 
was too great a privilege to hope for from a govem- 
mmit neither <^ cold nor hot.^' Andrew was a small 
farmer in the uplands of Nithsdale ; had been pru- 
dent to a proverb as to worldly matters, and conse- 
quently was rich, not only in his hopes for futurity, 
but in the more tangible currency of this sinful woild* 
Frugality had been one of his most prominent charac- 
teristics; and while many of his less wealthy neigh- 
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bours sported broad cloth at fairs and preachings, ac- 
cording to his inimitable countryman. 

His garb was gude gray hoddin— 
His bonnet was a broad one ; 

and they had both been familiar to the frequenters of 
" tent preachings" for the greater part of forty years* 
Such was the father of Rose, the beautiful, the meek, 
the modest Rose Jamieson, whose fame extended for 
many a mile round her father's dwelling ; and whose 
fortune perhaps lent her an additional charm in the 
eyes of the less worthy of her suitors. Beautiful women 
have been so often described by master-spirits, that it 
would be presumption in me to attempt it. I entreat 
the reader, therefore, to place before his mind's eye, 
Milton's Eve, or Thomson's Lavinia, or Campbell's 
Gertrude, or some of the still more glorious creations 
of Scott or Shakespeare ; 'twill serve my purpose a 
thousand times better, and save me a world of trouble. 
Having thus briefly disposed of her bodily and men- 
tal attractions, it is needless to add that she was sought 
in marriage by the flower of the peasantry, and even 
by many above that rank in life ; but shrunk from t^eir 
society, as the sensitive plant shrinks from the human 
touch, or the sunflower, when its idol withdraws to his 
ocean bed. 

Her pursuits were of an intellectual nature. She 
loved literature intensely ; and though her parent was 
sufficiently rigid and Ifnbending in general, relative to 
what he designated *^ vanities," yet he gladly supplied 
her with the means of gratifying her taste for books, 
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and even condescended at intervals to direct her in 
^he choice of these '^ mute friends ;" but his selec- 
tions generallj consisted of those tremendous folios 
of divinity, both doctrinal and controversial, which 
yet may be seen on the shelves of our more unsophis- 
ticated peasantry ; and her masculine mind vras not 
slow in making herself mistress of their voluminous 
contents. By a careful perusal, however, of the im- 
maculate volume which the great founder of Chris- 
tianity lefl as a guide to his followers, she perceived 
that her father's favourite authors did not always re- 
semble their divine master in the milder virtues ; such 
as charity, which thinketh no evil ; brotherly kind- 
ness, which is ever and anon ready to bear with an 
erring being; and that humility of spirit which is 
ever ready to esteem another better than one's self. 
As her mind got emancipated from the thraldom of 
the austere dogmas which had been inculcated on it 
from infancy, she saw a very great deal to admire, 
nay to love, in the doctrines of those very persons 
whom her father had branded with the name of ^^ pre- 
latists" and *' malignants ;'* and hence she began to 
examine more closely into the merits of that contro- 
versy which raged with so much violence between per- 
sons worshipping the same God, through the media- 
tion of the same Redeemer. 

The result was, that she saw much to praise and 
much to blame on both sides, and she endeavoured to 
cover the failings of both parties with the mantle of 
Christian love. That many of the Episcopalian clergy 
of that unhappy period, when the lieges were forced 
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to attend the parish church, at the point of the bay- 
onet, disgraced their profession, and brought obloquy 
on the holy name by which they were called, can 
neither be denied nor disputed* That som/e of them 
acted like incarnations of the devil, will not be con- 
troverted even in our own times, when truth, like the 
meridian sun, has dissipated the clouds and errors of 
prejudice. But it is equally true, that there were men 
among them who adorned their profession by a walk 
and conversation becoming the gospel, and who la- 
mented in secret the evils which their circumscribed 
influence could not avert. Who does not revere the 
memory of the great and good Leighton, whose phil- 
anthropy extended to all mankind— whose whole ex- 
istence was a living commentary on the great doctrine 
which was ever on his lips — namely, that the founder 
of Christianity came to proclaim '^ peace on earth, 
and good will to men !" After the revolution, when 
Presbytery again unfurled her banners to the moun- 
tain breezes of our country — ^banners which, alas! 
had been woefully trampled under foot, and in de- 
fending which the best blood in Scotland had been 
poured out like water, the son of one of the ejected 
curates settled in the parish of ■ as a farmer, 

retaining, however, the religious principles in which 
he had been educated, and which were now doubly 
dear to him in the hour of his church's adversity. 

Like his father, he was a Christian, not only in 
theory, but in practice ; his faith was evinced, not by 
vague declamation, not by ultra sanctimoniousness, 
but by its genuine fruits^ namely good works. 
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Sod succeeded me in the same district and the same 
principles ; and it seemed that a peculiar blessing had 
descended on the whole race ; as whatever things w^e 
lovely, or pf good report^ these things they did ; and 
the promise to the meek was fulfilled to them, for 
they Uterally ^< inherited the earth." 

Their flocks and herds were numerous ; their com 
and pasture fields ample ; they enlarged their borders, 
and at the time this sketch commences^ they mingled 
with the aristocracy of tlie county. 

The youngest son of a branch of this family had 
studied at the University of Oxford, with a view to 
the church, of which his family had been such dis- 
tinguished members. He was a youth not only of ar* 
dent piety, but of intense application ; he fearlessly 
grappled with the most abstruse subjects ; he divested 
philosophy of much of its jargon, and divinity of its 
verbosity ; and nothing was so dear to his heart as 
when he discovered truth like a diamond amidst the 
heaps of rubbish that had been accumulating for 
ages. 

But alas t like the ^ntle Kirke White, while his 
mind was expanding and luxuriating amid the trea- 
sures of Greece and Rome, and the still more sacred 
stores of I^esthie, his body was dedimng with cor- 
responding rapidity ; therefore, with attenuated frame 
and depressed spirits, he sought once more his native 
vale, to iidiale health with its breeces. 

Saduded from <iie great world, and debarred firom 
punuing his favourite studies, he sought in the so- 
c^of Rose Jamieson an antidote to that en&ui which 

I 
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will inevitably obtrude itself on the mind amid the 
solitudes of a thinly peopled country. The great poet 
of nature has told us- that the. recluse may find 

" Tongues in the trees, books in tbe running brook ; 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing." 

And I have no doubt that the amiable and iateresting 
student would have been sufficiently charmed with the 
beauties of external nature, and instructed by her 
eloquence, had there not been '^ metal more attrac- 
tive,'* in the beautiful being who shared his walks 
and his friendship. 

The lovely Rose Jamieson became his ministering 
angel ; her smile chased away the langour that brood- 
ed over his intelligent countenance ; her sweet voice 
quickened his sluggish pulse, and made his heart thrill 
with an indescribable joy— an heretofore unknown 
rapture ; her sunny glances diffused life, light, and 
gladness through his whole frame. 

" The golden hours on angel-wing" 

flew over them ; the summer day became too short 
for them ; their walks became Eden, and their day- 
dreams Elysium ; they loved — fervently — mutually. 

Soon as the morning gleamed on the mountains, 
the fond pair were to be seen brushing the dew from 
the clover, by the banks of the romance Nith, or 
climbing the daisied uplands with elastic steps and 
buoyant hearts-— for the mountain air had already re- 
novated the youth's late enfeebled frame, and hope 
had animated his spirits> and given vivacity to his con* 
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versation. They expatiated on the beauty and sub- 
limity of the scenery around them — on the power and 
goodness of the Deity, displayed alike in the creation 
of the sun in the firmament, and the production of the 
myriads of wild-flowers which enamelled the green 
sward beneath their feet. The rushing of the mighty 
river to the still mightier ocean, and the diamond dew- 
drop hid in the petal of the half- opened rose ; the 
wide-spreading and venerable oak of a century, and 
the lowly gowan of yesterday, afforded inexhaustible 
themes for discussion ; and the conclusion, which in- 
variably forced itself on their attention, was that of 
the pious Addison— 

^* In Reason's ear they all rejoke, 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
For ever singing as they-bhine, 
« The hand that made as is divine.* " 

The summer months glided over the youthful pair 
imperceptibly ; but witli returning health imperative 
duty impelled the enamoured scholar to resume his 
studies ; to resign the delicious society of her he loved 
for the musty tome, the midnight lamp, and the emu- 
lation approaching to hostility, within the time-hal- 
lowed walls of Oxford. Already had his trunks been 
packed, the day of his departure fixed, and his adieus 
uttered to all but — one. 

They met for the purpose one Sabbath evening in 
a sequestered glen ; the larch and laburnum formed a 
rude arbour over them, and a nameless streamlet mur- 
mured at their feet. The stock-doves uttered mourn- 
ful cadences, and the plovers, over the neighbouring 
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heath, sent forth ominous waitings. The eariy autum- 
nal breese moaned through the thick foliage, and the 
rustle of the overhanging leayes gave a dreary res- 
ponse. Tvras a sad hour--they vowed eternal fid9- 
lity-rmingled their Cears-*-^xchanged biblee^^aod 
parted**-he to the crowded haunts of science, she to 
the solitude of her own little apartment, to brood over 
the waking dreams of bliss which she had so lately 
experienced On opening the little bible which she 
had received from the hands of her lover, she found 
the following text written on the fly-»leaf» in a tremu- 
lous hand r-^*< Thou shalt not forswear thyself, but 
shalt perform unto the Lord thine oaths ;" and she 
could trace, moreover, certain globular stains, the 
cause of which was not ill to define. " Yes !" she 
exclaimed, while the tears started from her large blue 
eyes, ** I will perform all I have vowed to thee, to the 
very letter ; I will love thee as woman never loved ; 
in sorrow apd in sickness, in poverty and in exile^ 
nay, in death itself, I will love thee; neither shall the 
influence of wealth, rank, talent, or manly beauty, 
nor shall the authority which preponderates more 
than all these together, even that of my only parent, 
ever alienate my affections from thee, thou chosen 'of 
my heart." 

At that moment the door was opened, and her fa- 
ther stood before her ; an harsh expression pervaded 
his rigid countenance ; there was a stern inflexibility 
in his eye, and his lip quivered with emotion ; he held 
his staff with a convulsive grasp, and his whole frame 
trembled with conflicting passions. ** Daughter,** 
said he, in a tremulous and hqllow voice, ^^ Daughter, 
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I had indeed suspected that the corbie was attempt- 
iog to gain the dove's nest—that the descendant of the 
malignant, with insidioi^s wile, was endeavouring to 
secure an interest in thine affections ; and bitterly do 
I rue that I did not put a stop to it sooner ; but little 
did I think that thou, the child of my love, the only 
daughter of thy sainted mother, whom I have che- 
rished like the apple of mine eye, wouldst have so far 
forgotten thy duty, as to vow love and obedience to 
the scion of an abjured prelatical stock, against whom 
thy father and thy father's father, have lifted up their 
testimony, since the glorious carved work of our sanc- 
tuary has been defaced by their unhallowed hands. 
Did they not shed the blood of the saints in torrents ? 
Were not thy progenitors hunted like partridges on 
the mountains ? Were they not butchered in the 
face of the sun, and in cold blood ? Did tliey not rot 
in caves and bleach on gibbets ? And did not their 
cries enter but my blood curdles to enume- 
rate the half of their sufferings, and I shall therefore 
refrain from adverting to branding, mutilation, fine, 
imprisonment, exile, and death. Daughter," said he, 
in a sepulchral voice, *^ thou must break off all inter- 
course and connection with this young man instantly ; 
between us there is an impassable gulf. And if thou 
perseverest in thine ill-starred choice ; if thou art dis- 
obedient to thy hoary-headed father ; if thou cherish- 
est his image in thy bosom ; or even at some future 
period, when I am gathered to my fathers, become 
his wife, I shall bequeath my malison for thy dowry, 
and my ban for thine inheritance^'^ So saying, he 
flung himself out of the chamber in a paroxysm of 

I 2 
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rage. His beauteous daughter, meanwhile, had be- 
come inanimate on the couch. The usual remedies 
in these cases were promptly resorted to ; and, i^fler 
a short interval, she opened her eyes^ but it was only 
to gaze on vacancy ; '< the silver cord was loosed, 
and the golden bowl was broken ;" her reason had 
fled, and never returned. In one n^onth she was 
where the wicked cease from troubling, and where 
the weary are at rest. Her father, though he deemed 
he had only>done an imperative duty, could not with- 
stand the shock. Nature sunk beneath the unlocked 
for calamity ; he mourned and he would not be com- 
forted. In a few weeks he breathed his last ; and 
another tenant was added to the house appointed for 
all living. 

But who may paint the misery of the unhappy 
youth wheb he received the heart-rending intelligence. 
Sorrow is sacred, and we shall not enter into its de- 
tail. Suffice it to say, that he gave up his studies, re- 
turned to his native vale with a broken heart ; and, in 
the words of his celebrated countryman (who no 
doubt had the pair in his mind's eye when he penned 
the touchingly simple ballad), he is reported to have 
said, 

" Low there thoo lies, mj lassie. 
Low there thoa lies ! 
A bonnier form ne'ev went to the fitd, 
Ner ftw it wiU arise ! 

There's noaght but dust now mine, laa&ie, 
* There's nonght but dust now mine ; 
My soal's with thee i' the canld canld grave^ 
And why should I stay behla' V* 
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THE POMINIE. 



Tlie shudd'ring tenant of the frigid sone 
BokUjr procIaiaiB tliat happiest spot hia own,. 
SxtoU the trafMires of bU atormy ^fM, 
And hit long night of revelry and ease j 
The nakMi tsmge* panting at the line, 
Boaats of bis golden sands and palfay wine; 
Nor less the patriot's hoast where'er we roam, 
Hia first, hm< country, ever is at home, 

OOLDSMITH. 



Yti^l I bave orosaed oceanfi, trar^rsed coDlineBta. 
panted under a vertical tan^ and shivered amid the 
polar regions. I have bounded ovw my native heath 
uncontroHed as the winds, and hflive e3cpeneno6d the 
bitter pangs of '* hope deferred'^ in the prisons of my 
country's foes. Ii^ short, the term of my existence 
has been vicissitude itself, but my native land, my 
ewi^ obscure native parish, |ny heart, tmtravelled, 
has always fondly tunied tp thee ! Was it lor the 
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beauty of its scenery, the salubrity of its climate, 
the verdure of its fields, the windings of its rivers, 
the fertility of its soil, the luxuriance of its crops 
and herbage,^ the hallowed associations of its ec- 
clesiastical, or the patriotic associations of its cas- 
tellated ruins ? No, no. For the general appearance 
of my beloved native parish is bleak and uninterest- 
ing as a highland muir; its climate is both cold and 
moist ; its verdant spots are like angels' visits ; there 
is not a stream in it except a paltry bum that turns a 
still more paltry mill ; its soil is as ungrateful as a new 
made legatee ; there is not a tree nor even shrub ' 
within several miles of it ; its oats and barley crops are 
thin and bare as the forehead of eighty ; and as for 
ecclesiastical or baronial ruins, wc had never heard of 
such things. Yet I love it, because*— because it is 
my native parish. Philosophers may smile; lean 
give no better reason. Now, seeing that there are 
few physical features in my natal spot to describe 
— except, perhaps, that it is completely surrounded 
by the ocean, dinning our ears with an eternal roar 
of waters— I may as well inform my readers at once 
that we formed a pure democracy, every patch of nig- 
gard soil which was cultivated maintaining its family, 
and these ivere well defined by " gray stanes,*' feal 
dykes," or otherwise, as the neighbours could agree on^^ 
The laird, like many lords of better soil, was an ab- 
sentee ; the minister resided in an adjoining district, 
holding, like his betters, a plurality of kirks ; and in 
those halcyon days the gauger was not* We knew no- 
thing about the antiquity oT families ; there was no pre- 
cedence claimed even by the females ; and what is 
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aotnewhftt paradoxical, there were no poor among ns. 
Wealth had not as jet poured her treasures into our 
laps, and luxury had not inAised her deleterious higre- 
dients into our rimple cup of happiness, yet poverty, 
with an her haggard train, was steadily kept at bay, 
by inflexible Tirtae and steady industry. Conscious 
of my inability to group my characters«-*to blend, as 
with the hand of a master, the <* lights and shadowiT 
of ■■ life,— I shall select one fixmi the many, to 

occupy the fi>reground of my dcetch. This is no less 
a personage than the Dominie — a man who, in intel- 
lectual greatness, soared above h» rusdc compeers 

" hik^ 90i»e till cUff tbAt lUU iU «wAil form^ 
Swells fr^m the t&1#, and midway leases the atorm*" 

This important Ibnctionary was as noted a pluralist as 
ever the great Dr Chalmers denounced in the nation- 
al synod. To his stipend as a schoolmaster— which 
was no less a sum than fifteen pounds sterling, pay- 
able In quarterly instalments by the Society for Pro- 
pagating Christian Knowledge^he added the over- 
whelming emoluments of a farm of twelve acres. He 
was also tacksman of the parish mill, was session clerk, 
precentor, ^nt for Lloyd's, and secretary-general 
for the surrounding district. Not a letter from the 
army or navy to parents, wives, or sweethearts^ but* 
the great man was employed to read— not an answer 
to these, but was written by himself. Therefore* 
though auricular confession was abolished in these 
lands by the national covenant, the Dominie knew 
every secret in the parish ; and hence his influence 
was unbounded, his friendship courted, and his wrath 
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deprecated. Moreover, every alternate Sabbath day 
he coDvoked the parishioners in the school«house, and 
from a ponderous folio of Flavors Sermons he held 
forth to his simple auditors^ who sat like so many 
statues of patience on monuments, wondering not only 
at his length of head, but at his length of breath (tdnd 
was the word !) and strength of lungs. To a long read 
sermon he added an equally long extemporary exhor- 
tation ; and as for his prayers, they were almost as 
hng as either. No marvel, therefore, that the young- 
er part of his audience longed for dismissal. To his 
other qualitieiB he added that of manufacturing verses, 
and actually perpetrated a song. As might have been 
expected, all those who sued for his favour commit- 
ted the verses to memory, and skirle/f them on all oc- 
casions when they thought they were within ear-shot 
of the author. I could Jhvour my readers with a 
few fragments of them, but I shall let << sleeping dogs 
lie." Bartoline Saddletree himself never took 
greater pleasure in hearing an intricate law case 
than did this venerable official ; and though the law 
of arbitration had not then been elucidated as it has 
recently been by Mr Parker, I have never heard of a 
single instance where the litigants appealed from his 
decisipn, or demurred at the equity of his judgment. 
Often have I seen the good man (who, though a little 
spoiled by possessing uncontrolled authority, was real- 
ly a good man) enter his *^ noisy mansion" with phi- 
lanthropy beaming in his placid countenance, and en- 
deavouring by a thousand little arts to win us over to 
wisdom's ways, which he ever and anon told us were 
ways of pleasantness ; and arresting our attention by 
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relating numberless stories of this and t*otlier great man 
who had arrived to the height of human grandeur by 
application and perseverance ; and at this moment I 
have not the slightest doubt that in his own mind he 
ranked himself among the number. Had he been 
possessed of a copy of Gray*? Elegy, I am certain he 
would have expatiated very learnedly on the charac- 
ter of Hampden and Milton, and perhaps on that of 
Old Noll himself, as he afterward adopted the formula 
of that sect denominating themselves *' Independent ;" 
but, good reader, there were neither " collections,'' 
nor spe]]ing«books, nor grammars, nor dictionaries, in 
our hyperborean seminary. We commenced with the 
Assembly's Catechism, and by regular gradations 
ascended to the proverbs of Solomon, the New Tes- 
tament, and, lastly, the Old Testament ; and when, 
like the Baron of Smallholme, we could, " without 
stop or stay on the rocky way," read the tenth chap- 
ter of Nehemiah, we were considered as so many Ad- 
mirable Crichtons, who might challenge half the coun- 
try at a reading bout. Of the science also, in which 
Joseph Hume is said to excel, we were equally igno- 
rant that printed books were in existence. Cocker, 
and Dilworth, and Ingram, and Gray, were as utter- 
ly unknown to us, and I believe to our master also, 
as the gentleman who is said to inhabit, the moon. — 
It was our practice to proceed from simple notation 
up to arithmetical practice, ascending and descend- 
ing, and descending and ascending, like pedestrians 
walking for a bet. Having gone five or six times back- 
ward and forward in this manner, we were then pro- 
nounced fit to be Chancellors of the Exchequer. 
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Thus, for a long series of years, the work of exhor- 
tation, and farming, and teaching, and letter-writing, 
weot on with the most praiseworthy regularity ; but, 
alas ! the political horizon lowered— a revolution was 
at hand^the parochial throne tottered beneath its 
venerable occupier, the ferula trembled in his hand 
like a reed $ — 

'* The little dog« and all, 
Blaneh, Tny, and Sweetbeart, all did Uric at him:*' 

the tide of popular &vour turned, and he who so long 
wielded the rustic sceptre> wielded it no more. In 
idiort, he abdicated. In 179*-, a popular declaimer 
entered our peaceful parish, impugning the form of 
piesbyterian church government as by law established, 
and broaobing a variety of visionaty theories. The good 
old man was smitten with thenovelty, became a con- 
vert to the new doctrines, and the consequence was 
what I have related—- he was forced to abdicate. 

A variety oCJashumaile candidates immediately 
presented themselves for the lucrative office in ques- 
tion, and in a ti:k» a spruce gentleman, with a college 
degiee in bis pocket, was installed in the honours 
aiid emoluments of the worthy master. When revolu- 
tion succeeds* innovation follows. The Shorter Ca- 
tedusm gave place to the " Child's Ladder;" the Pro- 
verbs to " B^ing made Easy," the sacred volume 
to << Scott^B Elocution," and the poetry of Isaiah, and 
Job, and Moses, and David> was supplanted by that 
of Shakspeareand Milton, and Thomson, and Collins. 
In place of redting the first and twenty-third Psalms 
on Wednesdays and Saturdays, you might see the 
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long-legged loons throw themselves into a theatrical 
attitude, and bray, 

*• My name is Norval on the Grampian W*/* 

and the elegy on him who perished on Gilboa, give 
place to that on the hero of Corunna. 

We have now Hamlets in tartan kilts, and Nervals 
in hodden gray inexpressibles ; Ophelias in woollen 
raplc^hs, and Desdemonas in linsey woolsey frocks ; 
and nothing is wanting save HogSirfhyedivivuSf or the 
inimitable Cruickshanks, to depict the motley group, 
with a red-haired Aberdonian in the centre, flourish- 
ing his nine-tailed taws, with a face as distorted as 
his own ideas of teaching. Notwithstanding the lu- 
dicrous innovations which have been introduced 
among the simple peasantry of my native parish 
—innovations deeply calculated to stultify the un- 
derstandings of a people bom to labour, and render 
them impatient of the lot in which Ph}vidence has 
placed them — Notwithstanding 

A stranger reigns where Cssar fiU'd the throne— 

I still hare hopes, for pride attends us still, 
Amid these swains to show my book learn'd skill, 
Aronnd my fire an evening gronp to draw, 
And tell of all I felt, and all I saw ; 
And as a hare whom bounds and boms porsae. 
Pants to the place from whence at first she flew, 
I still have hopes, my long vexations past, 
There to retarn, and die at home at last. 
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CHAP. Ih ^ ' 



THE DANCING-MASTER ABROAD. 



That dancing is an external demonstration of 4h^ 
buoyancy of the animal spirita— tbat it expresses^ the 
b^piness whidi is internally fek^that it is^OAun^y^rr 
sal hieroglypbic, known. end practised by manl^ind 
in all stages of society^ from titiat pristine era. in the 
dark and sbadowy past, 

'* When wild in trackless woods the noble savage ran/' 

to the present day> when society has received its 
highest polish, admits of no disputation. No tribe, 
however, rude ; no horde, however ferocious ; no na- 
tion, in a state of ciyizijatipn, ancient or, modem, but 
has practised this fascinating, this exhilirating amuse- 
ment. 

I do not mean to withdraw this sketch, by enter- 
ing on a detail relative to the war-dances of the Scy- 
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thians, the Pyrrhic dances of the Greeks, the sword 
dances of the Scandinavian sea-kings» the prim and 
starched minuet of, out great-grandjqoothers, the vo- 
luptuous waltz of our Continental neighbours, the qua- 
drillei^ and gallopades of our higher circl.es> or the 
spirit-stirring << foursome reels" of tlie peasantry. — 
Comparisons are always odious, because fashion is 
more imperative, and has more influence on the popu- 
lar mind} than the despot's ukase has over the serfs 
whom he governs, 

. My purpose is to detail the rise and progress of ar- 
tificial dancing in my native parish— to tell of the 
simple country maiden, who could erewhile bound 
like a fawn in front of her own shadow, to the music of 
her own voice, who would itoto toss her pretty head 
in scorn of such ungraceful movements — of the pon- 
derous countiy lout, who formerly trotted like a wild 
colt on the hard day floor of his master's bam, or 
hammered it, like an Irish pavier, to the sound of a 
villanous bagpipe, who would noto stuff his ears with 
cotton at the horrid discord of what once was to him, 

«« Musical as is Apollo's lute ;*' 

or look with sovereign contempt on the uncouth mo- 
tions of a less gifted individual of his own rank. Our 
parish is a pure democracy ; yet, nevertheless, in de- 
mocratical as well as mon£u*chial communities, men 
of superior talent will soar above commonplace mor- 
tals, and give a certain ione to their fellows. Next to 
the dominie, lew were more influental than the piper 
and the fiddler of the parish. They were a privileged 
pair, holding a rank somewhat similar to the bards 
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and sennachies of earlier periods. Their presence 
was indispensable at bridals and merry-makings, at 
MmSf and jollifications. Regularly as summer return- 
ed, the man of thairms, had his peats carted to his 
door ^0^^ ; while constantly as the return of autumn, 
the rubicund old piper received a sheaf of seed-corn 
from every steering within the parochial boundary ; 
nay, more, I have known the luxuries of snuff and to- 
bacco, find their way into their mulls and spleuchans, 
as donations from the grateful youth who had oeen 
so often fascinated with the concord of sweet sounds 
emanating from the dulcet instruments above referred 
to ; with Dr Beattie, they 

" Knew their own worth, and reverenced the ]?re.*' 

I should haye premised, however, that our parochi- 
al musicians were very different personages fi^m 
** Tam Lutter," who, according to the royal author 
of " Christis Kirke on the Greene," 

" Was Falkland bred, and dancit by the buke ;'• 

They neither danced nor played by the book ; in fact 
they did not even know that musical notes could 
be committed to paper, and the consequence wai^ 
that they tvoeedkdeed and ttveedledum*d away accord- 
ing to fencyl*^ In one word, they were unfettered 
geniuses. 

** But wha can tether time and tide ?" 

' The hour at length came^ and the audiences that 
once knew and applauded them, should know and 
applaud them no more. It is customary in remote 
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country parishes, for the ** bethal" to notify any par- 
ticular occurrence, such as sales, roups (auctions), 
public meetings, &c. on the Sabbath day when the 
congregation is dismissed, or, according to the rema- 
cular phrase, << when the kirk skaijs." One fine sum- 
mer Sunday afternoon, when the public services of 
the day were over, and groups of peasantty were dis- 
cussing the merits of the sermon, the shrill and rather 
cracked voice of the bethal was heard exclaiming, 
<< This is to lat yea' to wut, that Maister Lightheels, 
the dancin' maister free Edinburgh, is gaun to tak' 

up a skuil at • He has been teacher to the grandest 

nobility an' gentry in Scotland, an^ he is takin' up this 
skuil, no sae muckle for his ain emolument, as to mak* 
himsel usefu' to his fellow creatures, during what he 
ca's his summer recess ; them wha like, will get the 
jam-na-sticks taught them for naething." 

Next day the road to was alive with rustics in 

their holiday g<sar; the dancing mania had taken pos- 
session of the parish youth, from green fifteen to ripe 
five and twenty ; Lightheels was the centre of attrac- 
tion, and dancmg was his magnetic influence, the more 
especially as he had taught ^ the grandest nobility and 
gentry in Scotland." Moreover, he was quite accom- 
modating ; those who were out of finances were by no 
means baulked in their hopes of learning the elegant 
science ; Lightheels took his stipend in Undf^ 

" Dunta o' kebbock, tates o' woo. 
Whiles ft bed, an' whiles a sow, 
Wabs, or duds free hedge or jard, 
A' was ane to Donald Caird." 
K 2 
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The music, too, was such as had never been heard 
before. In addition to the luscious tones of Light- 
heeFs Cremona, an old drunken fife-major, with one 
leg, played a clarionet, beautifully enamelled with a 
kind of twine, called by the vulgar ^* Sutor's ends.** 
Add to all this the exertions of an urchin with a tam- 
bourine, which served the double purpose of swelling 
the harmony, and collecting the half-pence, and you 
will have a tolerable notion of the orchestra. Light- 
heels himself was a person that saw through a mill- 
stone much farther than the miller-— had seen a great 
deal of what is called the world —had made the grand 
tour, which in our days of steam conveyances, in- 
cludes New Holland. Hissurtout, which he careful- 
ly buttoned up to his collar a-la-nulUairet had been 
again and again << renovated," consequently it looked 
much brighter than those who had never been so dealt 
with ; and if his shirt-collar was not like the driven 
snow, the water was more in fault than his laundress, 
being in many places in the parish hard and brackish. 
He sported a splendid watch-chain with three seals 
appended ; but whether these were gold, or what is 
called peiit or^ connoisseurs have not agreed* He 
wore a massive gold ring on the little finger of his 
left hand— I love to be particular — ^in which was set 
a superb diamond. To be sure Charlie Clash, the 
old pensioner, who cleans watches, and cements old 
china, said it was only ^^ gilt brass, wi" a muckle piece 
o' crystal i' the middle o't ;" but this I hold to be 
mere scandal, proceeding from an envious and mali- 
cious spirit, as Charlie is allied to the ex-piper by 
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bloody and the ex-fiddler bj marriage. Such was 
the outer man of him who came among ua to ^'re- 
novate our externals, and embellish our humani- 
ties." With a praiseworthy perseverancey Lightheels 
laboured to ''to pour the fresh instruction" o'er his 
band of rustics, and to infuse " a generous, spirit in 
their glowing toes." The tone of society b much 
altered now in my native parish. Maggy Muck-the- 
byre is now addressed Miss Margaret, and Jock 
Rin-ther-out is styled Mister John. What was for- 
merly *' a dance" is now an assembly ; and in place 
of a cog of home-brewed, the '' ladies" £U*e now treat- 
ed to comfits and lemonade* I have even known re- 
finement carried as far as negus, and gallantry put to 
the test, by yoking a cart with a blanket tilt over it, 
for fear the females should take cold ; while the next 
forenoon after an " assembly," is spent in inquiries 
after the health of those with whom the gentlemen 
" had the honour to dance." 

When shoe-buckles and periwigs ceased to be worn, 
buckle-makers and barbers were thrown on their re- 
spective parishes. In like manner, since the fatal ad- 
vent of Lightheels, Davie Drone and Tammy Thairm 
have had a sore xmrsUe for existence. The former 
has migrated to a Highland parish, where he hopes 
that the national taste has been less deteriorated ; the 
latter has attached himself to a small party of recu- 
sants, who, having from the first been hostile to Light- 
heels, now look on poor Tammy as a martjrr of no 
mean magnitude, and cherish him accordingly. But 
other innovations are talked about. It is confidently 
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whispered in the best informed circles, that the 
miller's daughter is to have a pianoforte forthwith ; 
and that the Smith says, nay swears, that he shall not 
be ''ae spark Jbehind him/' 'Tis three months and 
more since^ean FVeckle sported a parasol, and Ma- 
rion Mortar, the mason's young w^e, has ordered a 
muff and chinchella tippet from Leith, by the first 
packet. Hogs-lard and train-oil have given place to 
Warren's liquid blacking ; and in place of ^' keeking 
into the draw-well," to my certain knowledge no less 
than forty moderate-sized mirrors have been ordered 
from Flushing by Will Moonlight the smuggler. How 
far the inhabitants of my native parish may depart 
from their sober, douce^ and frugal habits — ^how far 
they may carry their rage for gentedityj is to me un- 
certain; but this much I will aver, that extravagance . 
had never been observed amongst them, until, in an 
evil hour, <* the dancing-master came abroad." 
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AURORA BOREALIS IN ORKNEY. 



All glorioiu WM thf protpect Arom tby peak, 
Hiou thunder •cloyen bland of the main ! 



To the contemplative miiid> which, enthusiastically 
fond of the sublime and and beautiful^ gazes on na- 
ture with the eye of a poet, lists with rapture to the 
howling of the deep-toned winds — the moaning of 
ocean — the never ceasing murmur of an hundred 
mountain streamlets — the irresistible Atlantic rushing 
with inconceivable velocity into countless subterrane- 
an ^o^or hfli/erSf with a noise louder than thunder, 
and anon i^^ding with equal rapidity, few places are 
equal to the island of Hoy in Orkney. 

Towering over the neighbouring islands, like the 
fragment of some huge Gothic cathedral over the 
humble cottages of the peasantry, this insulated moun- 
tain may be seen from forty to sixty miles distance 
according to the state of the atmosphere^ from every 
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point of the compass, whilst its rocky base is deeply 
immersed in, and lashed by a tremendous 



• wilderness of waves 



Where all the tribes of earth might sleep 
In their uncrowded graves I 

But the freshness of fipringy the glories of summer, 
the sere and yellow leaves of autumn, and the vapours, 
clouds, and storms of winter, dwindle into insignifi- 
cance when compared with cerUun celestial phenome- 
na which very frequently occur in these wild regions 
during the winter months. 

Let the reader imagine* himself standing alone in 
the midst of such desolate scenery, surveying the 
azure vault of heaven, bespangled with stars innum- 
erable whose scintillating rays converge and blend, 
apparently throwing a gossamer veil of silver over the 
blue espans^. 

Let him turn his eyes northward, and what must 
be his feelings ? when in a moment, in the twinkling 
of an eye, ten thousand rainbows rush into a glorious 
existence, and. fill the celestial arch with their radi- 
ance, shifting their positions with the velocity of a 
sunbeam, blending into a circular halo round the con- 
cave of heaven, mounting to the zenith like squadrons 
of cherubim, diving into the profound like bright but 
fallen spirits, and evanishing with the speed of thought, 
leaving the stars and planets glowing in tranquil sub- 
limity, and the spectator, if he possesses a particle of 
the vkida vis animi, entranced with the recollection 
of the glories by which he had been surrounded.— 
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Again and again in my school days have such visions 
of celestial grandeur floated before my delighted eyes, 
and many a chilly hour have I passed amidst the ri- 
gour of an hyperborean winter night, watching the 
progress, the advance, the retreat, the mekep or the 
final extermination of these celestial armies ; and I 
do aver, that no object in nature can illustrate the 
wars of the 

Thrones and dominions, potentates and powers 

of Milton, half so well as the splendid sight which I 
have been attempting to describe. 

It is rather humiliating to human nature when I 
observe, that the majority of the peasantry r^ard 
this beautiful phenomenon with frozen apathy. — , 
Though its splendours are beyond the power of pen 
to delineate ; though its glories, on particular occa- 
sions, are absolutely overpowering, yet I have fre- 
quently mingled in their groups, made one in their 
parties, and never heard an impassioned exclamation 
escape a single individual of them, though the aurora 
borealis was flickering and flaming, and glowing, nay, 
actually hissing, as if in scorn of the frigid feelings of 
those who were so happy as to witness the jousts and 
tournaments of these atrial revellers. 
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Be mine — be miae) if bat one glorious theme. 

Atkinson. 
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THE 

BATTLE OF LUNCARTY. 



[In the je&r 980, when tlie Danes had invaded Scotland, and 
prevailed in the battle of Luncartj^, near Perth, the Scots 
were worsted and gave way ; and in their flight throagh a 
narrow pass were stopped by a countryman and his two 
sons, who encouraged them to rally and renew the fight ; 
telling them it was better and more honourable to die in 
the field fighting for their king and country, than to fly 
and be afterwards klHed by the merciless Danes ; and up- 
braided those who would fly like cowards* when all was 
«t stake. The more timorous stood still, and many of the 
stout men, who fled more by the desertion of their com- 
panions than want of courage, joined with the old man 
and his sons to stop the rest, tUl there was a good num- 
ber together. The countrymen, who were armed with only 
what their ploaghs furnished, leading them on, and return- 
ing upon the Danes, made a furious onset, crying aloud 
" Help is at hand !" The Danes believing a fresh army 
was falling on them, the Scots thereby totally defeated 
them, and freed their own country from servitude. The 
battle being over, the old man, afterwards known by the 
name of Hay, was brought to the King, who, assembling 
a Parliament at Scone, gave to the said Hay and his sons, 
as a just reward for their valour, so much land on the river 
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Tay, in the district of Gowrie, as a falcon from a man's hand 
flew over till it settled ; which, being six miles in length, 
was afterwards called Enrol. And the King being willing 
to promote the said Hay and his sons from the rank of 
plebeians to the order of nbbilitj, be assigned them a coat* 
of-arms, which was— argent, three escutcheons, gules— to 
intimate that the father and the two sons had been the 
three fortunate shields of Scotland'— ;SSm/<mA Peerage, 
Art. Hay,} 



y\ 



The beacon lights are blazing bright, 

The slogan's on the blast ; 
The clansmen muster rapidly^ 

The fiery cross flies fast ; 
Chiefs hurry from their towers of strength. 

And vassals from their shids; 
For Albyn's strand's polluted by 

An hundred hostile keels. 

Oh ! vermll cheeks shall pallid grow. 

And sunny eyes shall weep ; 
But not from fear nor sorrow, but 

From indignation deep, 
To see those Scandinavian wolves, 

A wild unhallowed band, , 

Like demons of destruction come 

To waste our father-land. 
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The robber hordes are all debark'd^- 

Their raven-banners wave — 
Their swords are out — and fair Strath more 

Is one promiscuous grave ; 
The Esk, the Brothock, Lunan, Tay, 

Run ruddy to the sea ; 
While altar, temple, tower, and town, 

Are levelled with the lea ! 

The hut, the cottage, and the grange, 

Are blazing up to heaven ; 
Decrepit eld^ and babes alike. 

Are to the carnage given; 
And beauteous maids and matrons fair 

Leap from the dizzy steep. 
And perish — pure as snow from heaven 

Upon the ocean deep. 

Th e spoilers move exultingly 

O'er Gowrie's fertile fields ; 
Their deadly spears a forest seemed, 

A solid wall their shields ; 
Like locusts in their mortal flight 

Upon the orient wind, 
A paradise before them lay, 

A blighted waste behind. 

L 2 
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Bathed in the setting light of heaven, 

Imperial Bertha shone, 
Like some empurpled orient queen 

Upon her emerald throne. 
The waving woods, her gorgeous train,. 

Seemed paying homage meet ; 
And Tay, emitting sliver sounds. 

Lay croHching at her feet. 

" Now, by the sacred mead that flows 

In Odin's palace high, 
And by the blessed light that beams 

From Thor's immortal eye ! 
If there's a recreant in my host," 

' The giant Sweno cries, 
'< His craven corse shall flesh my hounds— 

His ^odious memory dies \ 

" See mountain, meadow, strath, and stream,- 

Behold the glorious prize. 
The bright Valhalla of my dreams 

When sleep had sealed mine eyes. 
There lies the land of my desire— *< 

The home of all my love ; 
And tJiere the Danish diadem 

Shall shine all crowns above." 
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Ten thousand voices burst at once 

In one loud chorus swell ; 
Whilst echo from her mountain caves 

Prolonged the savage yell : 
Ten thousand brands on brazen shields 

In dire collision clashed ; 
Ten thousand darts were hurled in air, 

Or in the sod were dashed. 

But hark ! a shout has answered theirs, 

Like mountain torrents loud, 
A marshalled host comes moving on, 

Dense as a thunder cloud ; 
And like that cloud, surcharged with death, 

And rolling rapidly :— 
.That thunder-cloud is Scotland's King^ 

And Scotland's chivalry. 

In fiery haste the Scots advance, 

And with the invaders close — 
Like tigers of their cubs bereaved. 

They spring upon then* foes. 
And thousands fall no more to rise, 

Gashed o'er with many a wound ; 
And shrieks, and shouts, and groans are blent, 

And life-blood stains the ground. 
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The Scottish monarch marked his track 

Along the gory plain ; 
His beacons in that sea of blood 

Were pyramids of slain. 
He spurred his foaming charger on 
\ Along the embattled line. 

And with his ponderous battle-axe 

Clove Sweno to the chine. 

Now clan with clan, and son with sire. 

And chief with chieftain vied, 
To pierce the Danish phalanx through, 

And turn the battle's tide. 
For vassal, knight, and thane, alike 

Their blood ran hot and high ; 
Death glared from every falchion's edge, 

And vengeance from each eye. 

What boots its now, how well they fought. 

For ah ! they fought in vain ; 
Their squadrons reel — their ranks are broke- 

They fly before the Dane. 
The banner of the silver cross 

Lies trampled in the clay, 
And for the glorious battle-cry, 

'Tis, Save himself who may." 
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See how they flee o'er moor and dale, 

Like fugitives forlorn ; 
Where is thine honour> Scotlandi now ? 

*Tis like thy banners — ^tom. 
Yes, there is honour — there » hope— 

For by this blessed light, 
Three gallant men have left their teams> 

And check'd the shameful flight. 

And now they rally, form, and charge, 

And gory gaps they hewed ; 
With tenfdd fuiy in their souls, 

The battle was renewed. 
'Twas hand to hand, and brand to brand, 

And dirk and da^er met— • 
And flane and flane alternately 

In red heart-blood were wet. 

On, on, ye glorious peasants three, 

The bloody die is cast ; 
The Danes are roated— See; they fly 

Like snow-flakes on the blast. 
On, on, ye peasant heroes, on, 

And win your deathless meed— 
The gory die at length is cast. 

And Scotland's soil is freed. 
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There's mirth and kingly revelry 

In Scone's imperial hall ; 
And squire and knight, and lord and thane, 

Grace that high festival ; 
And royalty, in robes of state, 

And beauty's bright display ; 
But every eye in homage turned 

Upon the patriots Hay. 

There's mimic war&re on the lawn, 

Beneath the royal eye ; 
There's lances shivered— .knights unhorsed— 

The flower of chivalry ; 
And high-born dames, lit up with smiles 

Bright as the milky way — 
But O ! their smiles beamed brightest on 

The stalwart peasants Hay. ^ 

Then royal Kenneth left his throne. 

And laid his crown aside — 
'' Are you the glorious peasants three 

That turned the battle's tide ? 
Your patent of nobility 

Heaven gave you at your birth, • 
Alas ! a King can only add 

The splendors of the earth. 
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" Such as we have we give— Be lords 

Of ErroPs fertile fields ; 
And be your scutcheon blazoned with 

Three blood-stained Scottish shields ; 
And may your fame, your glory, last 

For ever and for aye, 
For Scotland, to the end of time, 

Shall bless the name of Hay." 
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Talk not of temples— there is one 
Built without hands— to mankind given ; 
It's lamps are the meridian sun, 

And all the stars of heaven ; 
It's walls are the cerulean sky, 
It's floor the earth so green and fair ; 
The dome is vast immensity ; 

All nature worships there ! 

The Alps arrayed in stainless snow, 
Th* Andean ranges yet untrod. 
At sunrise, and at sunset, glow, 

Like altar-fires to God ! 
A thousand fierce volcanos blaze, 
As if witih hallowed victims rare; 
And thunder lifts ite voice in praise,— 

All nature worships there ! 
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The ocean heaves resistlessly, 

And pours his glittering treasure forth ; 

His waves, the priesthood of the sea, 

'Kneel on the shell-gemmed earth, 
And there emit an hollow sound, 
^s if they murmured praise and prayer; — 
On every side 'tis holy ground, — 

All nature worships there ! 

The grateful earth her odours yields 
In homage — Mighty One, to thee. 
From herbs and flowers in every field, — 
From fruit on every tree : 
The balmy dew, at mom and even 
Seems like the penitential tear 
Shed only in the sight of heaven. 
All nature worships there 1 

The cedar and the mountain pine. 
The willow on the fountain's brim, 
The tulip and the eglantine, 

In reverence bend to Him ; — 
The song-birds pour their sweetest lays, 
From tower, and tree, and middle air ;— 
The rushing river murmurs praise, — 

All nature worships there I 

M 
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Then talk aot of a fane, save one, 
fiuilt without hands— to mankind given- 
It's lamps are the meridian sun. 

And all the stars of heaven ;— 
It^s walls are the cerulean sky, 
It's floor the earth so green and fair. 
The dome is vast immensity- 
All nature worship's there I 
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It was in the month of February, 1S05-6 ; and the English 
justiciaries appointed by Edward's late regpilationsfor pre- 
servation of the peace of the country of Scotland were hold- 
ing their assizes at Dumfries for that purpose^ Bruce, not 
yet prepared for an open breach with England, was under 
the necessity of rendering attendance on this high court as 
a crown vassal, and came to th« county town for that pur- 
pose. He here found Comyn^ whom the same duty had 
brought to Dumfries. Bruce invited his rival to a private 
interview, which was held in the. church of the Friars 
Minorite ; a precaution— an unavailing one as it proved*— 
for the safety of both parties, and the peaceful character of 
the meeting. They met by themselves, the slender retinue 
of each baron remaining apart and without the church. 
Between two such haughty rivals a quanrel was sure to 
arise, whether out of old feud or recent injury. The Scots 
historians say that at their prirate interview Bruce up- 
braided Comyn with his treacherous communication to Ed- 
ward ; the English, more improbably, state that he then, 
for the £ist time, imparted to Comyn his plan of insurrec- 
tion against England, which Comyn rejected with scorn, 
and that this gave occasion to what followed. V^^ithout 
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pretendiog to detail what do one saye the surTiror coald 
have trulj described, it is certain that a yiolent altercation 
took place, in which Comjn gave Bruce the lie, and Bruce 
in replj stabbed Comjn with his d agger.— flSw" ff alter Scott's 
History of Scotland*] 



A traitor's soul hath fled^ — - 

A craven's spirit's gone ; 

And the reek of his recreant blood ascends 

From the holy altar stone ! 

And the exhalatio n vile 

Shall taint the balmy air; 

Till the slogan of Bruce, like a thunder peal. 

Shall cleanse the atmosphere. 

The steel clad warriors shrunk, 

And the priesthood stood aghast, 

When the Monarch's crimsoned dagger told 

That the caitiff had breathed his last. 

He died not with the brave, 

By battle axe or brand. 

Where spears are splintered and helmets crushed 

Defending his father-land. 
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He met a felon's fate> 
By a patriot Monarch's glaive ; 
For he lived a forei^ tyrants tool, 
And he died diat tyrant's slave. 

His memory ne'er can fade. 
His name shall never die ; 
No ! His is an immortality 
Of scorn and infamy* 
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Ah! FlreedomU a noble thing! 

BARBOUR. 



In youth I adored thee^ 

And knelt at thy shrine ; 
In manhood I worship thee, 

Spirit divine i • * 
When my last pulse shall throb. 

When my last digh is sighing, 
If thy presence is there» 

There is bliss even in dying. 

Thy fane^ have been thronged 

In days that are past^ 
With ardent adorers. 

In multitudes vast ; 
And the priests at thine altar 

Have minister'd well,— 
Leonidas — ^Washington — 

Wallace— and Tell ! 
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£nrob*d in thy vestmentSy 

On Bannock's red field. 
Thy patriot sons 

Made Plantagenet yield ; 
With the flesh of his minioHS 

The eagles were gorged, 
And he writhed and blasphemed 

In the chains he had forged. 

What though over Poland, 

All blighted and waste,, 
Barbarians stalk 

At a despot's behest^- 
There each rock is an altar, 

Each grove is a shrine. 
Where thy votaries shall worship yet, 

Spirit divine ! 

Hark! hark! — there's a sound 1-.^ 

To our hearts— to our homes^ 
With the speed of the hurricane. 

Northward it comes :— 
One MoKARCH, adored 

In the isles of the free, 
That Monarch is building* 
A temple for thee* 
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Come, fill up the wine cup ; — ^thro' blight and thro' 

bloom, 
Thro' joy and thro* sorrow^ thro' glory and gloom, — 
We'll drink^Valter Scott— tho* the dunces may fume ; 
And green be hiii laurels for ever, 
And oh ! may his laurels he green. 

The claret is glorious — a bumper let's pour. 
Till the bright ruddy drops from our goblets run o'er, 
To Bowring, and Bulwer, and Campbell, and Moore ; 
And greeh'tie their laurels for ever, &c. 

Let us quaff off this sparkler of nectar divine; 
To laurel-crown'd Southey, whose name we*ll combine 
With Wordsworthy the prieist, at SmitiHcity's shrine ; 
And green be their laurels for ever, &c. 
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To Lockhart and Bowles, let this brimmer go down. 
And to Wilson, a gem in Apollo*s own crown ; 
Rare Christopher North ! thou art old in renown — 
So green be thy laurels for ever, &c. 

Arouse you, arouse you, ye flag — ^you're at fault, 
By allowing the crystals like cripples to halt ; 
Here's to Cunningham, Kennedy, IMalcoIm and Gait ; 
And green be their laurels for ever, &c. 

Here's to Hogg, tho' his name will not hitch in my 

rhyme. 
Yet his ballads are good, his Kilmeny sublime, 
And his lyrics will hist till the fag end of time ; 
So green be his laurels for ever, &c. 

Here's to Hemans the songstress, pathetic and mild. 
And sweet Letty Landon, the beauteous, the wild ; 
And lovely M. Jewsbury, nature's own child ; 

And green be their laurels for ever, &c. 

Here's to Strickland the handsome, and Mitford the 

sage. 
Whose deep-thrilling lays all affections engage ; 
Here's to Bailie, the pride of her sex and her Hge ; 

Green, green, be their laurels for ever, &c. 
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Agaio; yet again, fill up higher and higher. 
We'll drain one cup more to the lords of the lyre ; 
Here's to Tennant and Motherwell, Pringle and Moir ; 
And green be their laurels for ever, &c. 

What tho' some may be Whiggish, and some may be 

Tory, 
Yet they all have augmented our national glory ; 
Be their names and their works everlasting in story; 
And green be their laurels for ever, &c. 

Once more, aye, once more; for in blight and in 

bloom. 
In joy and in sorrow, in glory and gloom. 
We'll drink Walter Scott— tho* the dunces may fume ; 
And green be his laurels for ever, 
And oh ! let his laurels be green. 
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WITCH C PITTENWEEM ; 

A LEGENDARY BALLAD. 



There won'd a wife in Pktenw^n^ 

And a gruesome cunqmer was she ; 
Kae glimpse o' gr^qe wa9 in her hearty * 

Nor spark o' humanities, 
Her tawnie face was furipw'4 Qwr^ 

Like a beggar's hogget. liose; .... 
Nae tinkler's pike-staff had a deek 

That could match this carline's nose. 

Her een they goggled liI^e,a,fi^ndV t • 

Her chin was dad wi']bair». n 
And her qropked.stupips pfiffh'd puVJbier lips 

Like the tusks o! a LapUmd bear. 
Her voice wfi3.)ike.th^'bpvfl9t'9.4creamy 

Or like the carripp.^;raw*S| 
An' the nails upon her finger-ends 

Were like a grifSn's claws. 
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And owre her crooked shoulders hung 
' A cloak that had ance been red ; 
But the curch was as black as Acheron 

That covered the beldame's head. 
She dearly loved the comet's glare, 

But she hated the light o* day ; 
And she bann'd the beams o' the blessed sun 

As he rose owre the Isle o' May. 

She's hied her whar* twa hieways cross 

Low in a dreary dell, 
Far far beyond the haly sound 

O' the Abbey's kirsen'd bell. 
And she's knelt upon a suicide's grave 

And invokit Sathan's name ; 
And mutter'd mony a horrid spell. 

Till the grisly monster came. 

And there she renouncit her mither's creed, 

And eke her father's faith ; 
And there she made a solemn league 

And covenant wi' Death. 
She's pierced a vein on her wither'd hiBe, 

As she pawned her sinful soul ; 
And with the blood whilk was nearest her heart, 

She has signed the fearfu' iiOTn}\ 
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And when she delivered the fatal brief, 

Weel written, sign'd, an' seal'd, 
A thousand phantoms mirk as night, 

A horrid anthem peal'd. 
And the screechin* o' the demons dark 

Seem*d music till her ear ; 
And aye she called the Evil One 

Her lord and master dear. 

And she has abjured the blessed signi 

Which fiends an' demons fear ; 
And aye she called the Evil One 

Her lord and master dear. 
And tlie more to prove her allegiance true, 

Like a vassal gude an' leal, 
She has branded her banes wi' Sathan's mark. 

And her flesh wi' his privy seal. 

He's given her seven deadly imps, 

As black as the midnight clud; 
And he's bidden her suckle them at her teats, 

And nourish them wi' her blood. 
He's gi'en her a spindle frae his belt, 

Whilk unto her's she hung ; 
The whorle o't was a scaly snake 

LoUin' out its forked tongue. 

N 
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He*s gien her a staff in till her hand. 

Cut frae the gallows wood, 
Weel virl*d about wi' murderer's banes, 

And varnished wi' felon's blood. 
But the foul fiend snorted like a wolf, 

Wi' dreaddour an- wi' fear ; 
Syne flew to hell wi' an eldritch yell, 

For he scentit the morning air. 

Niest night she proudlie mounted her nag^ 

Like the queen o* hellish hags ; 
While a' her imps fu' cozilie, 

Lay nestled in her rags. 
Owre brake an* mould, owre heath an' wold, 

Fu, swiftlie did she fly; 
An' the little wee starns crap in wi' fear, 

As she glowrit up to the sky. ' 

She's kill'd the heifer on the green, 

The lam' upo' the lea; 
An the nether millstane rave i' twa, 

Wi' the glamour o* her ee. 
And mony a blumin* bairnie pined 

Upon its mither's knee ; 
An' glowred like an unearthly imp, 

An' wad neither live nor dee. 
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An' monj a maiden far an' near, 

As svreet as the rose in June, 
Spewt iron skeurs and crooked preens 

Ilk changin' o' the moon. 
The husbands sighed, the matrons cried, 

Wi* grief the country rang ; 
And they murmured at the haly monks 

For tholin* the limmer sae lang. 

The Abbott assembled a' his monks 

Upon St Clement's day ; 
^' Mak' haste an' wash in Marie*s well 

And likewise fast an' pray ; 
" Anoint your heads wi'^haly oil, 

In haly robes be dight, 
An* trust in gude St Swithan*s strength, 

And sweet St Marie's might ; 
For a deed sail be dune, and that fu* sune. 

That shall sere your souls wi* fright." 

The Sheriff has sent his scouts abroad. 

And they sought baith east an' wast ; 
Till they cam' to a cave as mirk as the grave, 

Where they fand her sleeping fast. 
They trailed her to the Abbey yetts, 

And hemm'd the hag about ; 
An' they pricket her body frae head to heel 

To find the witch-mark out. 
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They bound the caitiff to a bolt 

Low in the dungeon-keep, 
An' thrice three nights an' thrice three days, 

They kept her een frae sleep ; 
An' they scorched her soles wi' bumin' gauds, 

But she wouldna or couldna weep. 

They tied her arms behind her back,. 

An' twisted them with a pin ; 
And they dragged her to Kinnoquharloch, 

An* coupit the limmer in — 
An' the swans flew screamin' to the hills. 

Scared with the unhaly din. 

When first she defiled the crystall flood, 

She gae a gruesome scream^^ 
Bat, like a bladder fu' o' air. 

She floated on the feam. 
And when the Abbot saw her swim 

Like cork abune the flood. 
He breathed an ave, cross'd himsel'. 

And kiss'd the haly rood ; 
<* Avoid thee, Sathan," the Abbot said, 

" An' a' thy hellish brood." 

An* monk an* layic, priest an' frier, 
Shrunk frae the polluted flood — 

" Avoid thee Sathan," was their cry^, 
<< And all thy sinfu' brood. 
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The Abbot pronounced the fearfu' word 

Amidst his monks' acclaims — 
And the civil power has ta*en the witch. 

And doom'd her to the flames. 

They harl'd the caitiff to the shore, 

And smear'd her owre wi' tar. 
An' chain'd her to an iron bolt. 

An' eke an iron bar. 
They biggit a pile around the hag, 

Twa Scots ells up, an' higher ; 
An* the hangman cam' wi* a lowin' torch, 

An' lighted the hcHTid pyre. ' 

But the gatherin' cluds burst out at last, 

And loud the thun'er roar'd ; 
The sun withdrew his beams o' light 

The rain in torrent's poured. 
It slockit at ance the witch's fire— 

A dreadfu' sight to see — 
An' the wind was lown, an' wadna stir 

The leaves o' the aspen tree ; 
An' monk an' lajrman crossed diemsels, 

And pray'd to Sanct Marie ! 

N 2 
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But there was a monk amang the rest, 

And ane cunning monk was he 
Renown'd thro' a* the shire o' Fife 

For lear an* sanctitie. 
He h'ghted his taper at the lamp 

Before St Marie*s shrine ; 
An* reckless o' the foul fiend's powers— ' 

Without a cross or sign- 
He stappit up to the witch's pile, 

An» applied the^sacred light — 
An' the crackling flames blazed up to heaven 

Like whins on a summer night. 
And when the flames had reached her heart, 

She gae an awfu* yell, 
An' her sinfu' spirit winged its flight--^ 

But where— I darena telL 

And aye the spot remained a blot 

On Nature's beauteous face ; 
For grass never grew, nor fell the dew 

Upon the accursed place. 



Digitized 



by Google 



STANZAS. 



In Fate's dBfiance— in the world's great eje, 
Folanol has won her immortalitjr. 

CAMPBBIt. 



From the forest and the steppe> 
From the mountain and the dowa 
From the dreary icy Cape, 
And from castle, tower, and town, 
From city, village, hamlet> and shed ; 
Lo ! the myriads of the North, 
In their panoply pour forth. 
Till they shake the solid earth 
With their tread. 

Like the hurricane they haste, 
Or like Etna's lava-flood 
From the mountain's flaming crest 
To be quench'd in human blood ; 
Or like an avalanche downward hurl'd ; 
Or like locusts in their flight,' 
They eclipse the solar lights 
Spreading desolation's blight 
O'er the world. 
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Stern Justice wildly mourns 
O'er the soul-appalling sight ; 
And dove-eyed Ruth returns 
To her native fields of light ; 
To mingle with the angels on high ; 
For the Polish plains are red 
With the life-blood of the dead- 
Even Mercys self hath fled 
To the sky ! 

But, like giants roused from sleep, 
The enslaved shall burst their diains 
On the wild Siberian steep*- 
On the Asiatic plains. 
In the forest8-"Hi the fens of the Swede^ 
This victor-shout shall swell, 
Over field, and flood, and dell— 
*^ Ring ! ring the despot's knell ! 
He is dead !*' 

Then Freedom's bark shall sail 
On the mountain* waves sublime. 
And her pennon on the gale. 
Through the lapse of waning time. 
Shall flaunt above, majestic and f^ir ; 
And tyranny accursed— 
By fiends and demons nursed-^ 
Shall, like a bubble, burst 
Into air! 
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STANZAS 

OVTHE 

DEATH OF A BEAUTIFUL INFANT. 



JU^grief» remain— bttt thine are o*er I 
Mil Ion thy endless gain shall be 1 
I weep—but thou can*st mourn no mocet- 
1 still am bound— but thou art free ! 
My Joy was ever bliss to thee, 
—Then be thy bliss my solace new \ 
Until thy perfect charms I see 
In brighter regions— blest as thou. 

Rsv. Tho. Dale. 



She came-^the child of many a prayer,— - 
Like a precious, peerless gem; 

And she glow'd a while hke a raby rare 
In a regal diadem ; 

But the light of the gem was soon o'ercast, 

It was all too glorious far to last. 

She came like an iris upon the breast 

Of the swelling ocean a&r ; 
Like mom upon a mountain-crest. 

Or the light of a new-born star; 
But the tempest o'er her radiance pass'd. 
It was all too glorious far to last. 
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She came like a rose on the streamlet's side 
When the winter storms are gone, 

Whose odorous leaves in crimson pride 
Expand to their parent sun ; 

But she perished by an untimely blast-*- 

She was all too beauteous far to last. 

From verdant fields and from cloudless skies, 
And from ever-blooming bowers. 

She came like a bird of paradise 
To this stormy land of ours ; 

But her plumage was strewn upon the blast — 

It was all too gorgeous far to last. 

Her voice was the limpid water's gush 

To the parched pilgrim's ear ; 
- Her cheek was the dawning's chastened blush 

To that pilgrim lorn and drear :«*^ 
sThat cheek k wan, that voice is mute» 
That rivaird an odh^'b &e^ and lute. 

Her miad was pure as the morning dew 
That bathes the op^iing flowery, 

Or the cloudlet tinged witb a sunpy hue> 
That deseends in balmy showers : 

That mind hath 6oar*d from eur vision diin 

To mingle witb the .cherubim! 
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Beloved one, upon whose brow 

The glow of health is spread, 
Ground whose heart the radiance, 

Of paternal love is shed ; 
Look up, my best beloved one, 

It is thy father sues. 
And as thou art my theme, my love, 

So thou shalt be my muse. 

These silky tresses silver bright 

That round thy temples curl, 
Thine azure eye, thy vermil cheek, 

My own adored girl ; 
The seraph smile that lights thee up, 

And thine angelic mould. 
Impart such raptures to my soul 

As never may be told. 
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Then give thy joyous heart to heaven 

A free-will offerings 
And flowers of faith, and hope, and love, 

In that sweet soil shall spring ; 
Oh ! wreathe the sacred garland, 

Let their beauteous blossoms blend, 
And lay it on the altar of 

Thy father and thy friend. 

Yes ! happy one, thou'rt entering 

On life's " enchanted ground,*' 
A thousand snares may spread for thee. 

False friends, and foes surround ; 
But cling to Him, beloved one, 

And thou may'st safely tread 
The rugged path that leads beyond 

The mansions of the dead. 

Then, when the moon shall cease to shine, 

The sun be dim'd with age, 
When systems shall be blotted from 

Creation's glorious page. 
When planets from their orbits swerve, 

And stars shall disappear, 
Thou'lt shine above, beyond them all, 

Through an eternal year ! 
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THE DUKE OF ROTHSAY. 



[The Castle of Edinlurgh was gallantly held out by the Duke 

of Rothsay, • • • and Henry, finding notfaing was 
to be won by residing in a wasted country to beleaguer an 
impregnable rock, raised the siege, and a twelvemonth's 
truce took place between the kii^doma. In this interyal a 
shocking example, in Scotland, proved how ambition can 
induce men to overleap all boundaries prescribed by the 
laws of God and man. The gallant Duke foil under hie 
father's displeasure. Deceived by malicious reports of his 
son's wildness and indo<ility, the simple eld king was in- 
duced to grant a commission to Atbiinj to arraH bis son. 
The Duke of Rothsay was trepanned into Fife, made pri- 
soner, and conducted to Falkland Castle, where he was 
immured in a dimgeon and starved to dtath,^ Abridged 
from Sir W* Scott'* i History of Scotland.] 

Yes ! there are aiglis for the bursting breast, 

And tears for the sleepless eye ; 
There are streaks of light in the murkiest cloud 

That floats along the sky ; 
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But tears, and sighs, and sympatliy, 
Are luxuries unknown to me. 

The wretch immured in the dungeon-keep 

May snatch an hour*8 repose, 
And dream of home, and the h'ght of heaven, 

Ere he wake to misery's throes, 
If Hope, with her radiant lamp be there ;— 

I mate with the swarthy fiend Despair. 

The mariner, lorn and tempest-tost 

Afar on the stormy sea. 
With a sinking wreck, or a single plank, 

'Twixt him and eternity, 
Even there, pale pilgrim, Hope is thine ; 

Despair and agony are mine. 

The captive doomed by a savage horde, 

And urged on his fated way, 
Whilst the scalping knife and the tomahawk 

Are exposed in dread array, 
May yet escape the blazing pyre ; 

I perish here through a kinsman's ire. 

The hapless, homeless fugitive 

In the tangled forest ground. 
May escape the ruthless tiger's maw, 

Tboush he crouch for the fatal bound ; 
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i^nd his eyeballs glare a fiery flame ; 
/perish here unknown to fame. 

Oh ! heaven ! for the onset's thunder-shout, 

And tlie trumpet's brazen bray ; 
The twang of bows, the flight of flanes, 

And the battle's glorious fray. 
The cloven shield, the splintered spear^ 

Alas i alas I I perish here. 
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O' Rouvk's noble fare 
Shall ne'er be forgot* 
By those that were there 
Nor those that were not. 



Of a Civic feast of worth, 
Sing the glorious night's renown^ 

How to wasf ail sallied forth 
All the bailies of the town, 

Whilst the chandeliers on high brightly shone ; 

The spirit-stirring bowl, 

Stood with glasses cheek-by-jowl, 

And a frolic loving soul 

Led them on. 

Over pudding, pye, and round, 

See the whetted carvers gleam ; 
Whilst a haggis, like a mound, 

Fiird the hall with fragrant steam ; 
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It was at five o'clock at even by the chime, — 
Then^ then, with knives and forks. 
They demolished Donald's* tvorksf 
Like a gang of ruthless Turks, 
For a time. 

Full forty minutes flew, 

And the havoc did not slack, 
Sir Loin himself look'd blue^ 

And the haggis went to wreck ;— 
Mr Croupier bawl'd aloud for a dram, — 
Howtowdies took their flight, 
Turkies bade, the board good night, 
While vanished from the sight 
Tongue and ham. 

Now as thirsty as the grass, 

Ere the evening dews descend ; 
See each toper grasp his glass. 

When, a nod from friend to friend — 
Their arms in middle air they uprear*d ; 
"With joy each heart expands. 
Whilst the toddy in their hands. 
Like rain upon the sands. 
Disappeared. 

« The worthy landlord of the CroM'Keyi. 
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Agaki) agaia they fill, 

From the Chma reservoir, 
Whilst, like water from-a mi IF, 

Music streamed from Walter's' f lyy^* 
Horns, fiddles, and bassoons lowily bray : 
In a bold determin'd ring, 
On their trotters see them springs 
With,—" His M^fcy, the King, 
Hip, hurra " 

With the energy of Kmwc 

Or like men of modem time. 
Such as Sheridan or Fox, 

Or like Burke on the sublihte ; 
Or like Canning, Scarlett^ Scotiv Peel, or Leach, 
Mr President arose. 
Wiped the dew-drops^ fh>ni hi» nosej 
And, 'midst thunders of appl^iuie^ 
Made a speech ! 

Oration, toaal;,. and song^ 

FoUow'd at each otiier'a heel>. 
Till the candles seem'd tx>.lang 

To kick up a Highland reek 

t The town fiddler. 
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The waiters seem'd to waltz in the room ! 
'Twas witching time of night, 
Mr Preses took his flight, 
And waddled left and right 

Threugh the glooo^ 
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'Tis of a gallant tailor youth^ 

Stitch'd in an attic story. 
Who weekly thumb'd a dingy sheet 

'Bout Wellington and glory : 
Ah ! many a weary day he spent, 

'Gainst fortune still repining ; 
For, tho' his coat was neatly made, 

The pockets wanted lining* 

He read of drums and blunderbusses, 

Trumpets, guns, and thunder ; 
Of breaches, mines, and ambuscades. 

Which fiird his soul with wonder; 
Of honour's bed, and glory's field. 

And slashing, stabbing, killing ; 
So all his copper's being spent. 

He went and took the shilling. 
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The Serjeant was an Irishoian, 

Had seen a power of slaughter; 
But while Snip's bounty lasted^ vofwM 

He never would taste water : 
He made the crystals walk their rounds, 

And swore it would be seen, 
That, tho' the tailor's cabbage fatl'd, 

His ^urels would be green. 

Moreover, he buoy'd up hia hopes,-— 

It was his theme diurnal. 
That in twelve months he'd either be 

A corporal or colonel. 
" Cheer up, my boy, for by the powers, 

Like my oaid comrade Calbert, 
In half that' time you'll likely be 

Promoted to a kalhertr 

The tailor donn'd a forage cap, 

A ribbon at his ear. 
And strutted like a bantam cock 

Thro' street and thoroughfare ; 
Held up lus- head— «welted out his chest r" 

And when this manhood's fraeCioD 
Was Jlred with k>to <^ idcehol 

He burnt to be in actioi». 
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His blunt had flown — to get in debt 
He swore he would be loath; 

Determined ay to cut his coat 

. According to his cloth : 

Quite apropos the route, arrived. 
And Snippy was escorted 

With music to the transports side. 
And he was quite transported. 

The swell set in — the vessel roU'd, 

He felt some queerish qualms ; 
The pitch and tar, like cabbag'd cloth, 

Stuck fast to both his palms. 
His berth had ne*er a mattrass in't, 

Nor was' with blankets stpred ; < 
But he did what he'd done before— 

Viz. pricked upon the hoard. 

The mountain waves of Biscay bay 

The youth endured with patjence. 
And like a prudent Scottish lad, 

He hoarded up his rations : 
Think what he might, I cannot say. 

Only one word he spoke — 
The Brigantine was built of^r--* 

He hourly call'd her oak. 



Digitized 



by Google 



HE WOULD BE A SOLDIER. 163 

The hour of debarkation came, 

'Twas twelve o'clock at night ; 
The rockets, bombs, and carcasses, 

Serv*d him for candle light ;— 
Whilst a forced march of fifty miles 

Displayed Bellona's charms, 
And instead of nodding on his legs. 

He slept upon his arms. 

He joined a patriotic band. 

It was the hope forlorn — 
And climb'd the breach thro* shot and shells. 

One beauteous Sabbath morn. 
The Frenchmen push'd — the British rush'd— 

The smoke did almost blind him, 
So he tumbled in the fosse below, 

A nd left his legs behind him* 

" It might been worse," the tailor said, 

With looks so sly and arch, 
<< Tlie Duke himself, with all his power, 

No more can make me march,*' 
So he came home an altered man^ 

To his own village gaily. 
And mounted to his attic floor. 
Where he clothes the naked daily* 
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PART FiaST. 



Dancan Gray caiti' here to woo. 

Burns. 

The sun had slipped ayont the hill^ 

The darg was done in barn and byre ; 
. The carle himsel come hame frae the mill) 

Was luntin his cutty before the fire ; 
The lads an lasses had just sitten down. 

The hearth was sweepit fu* canty and clean, 
When the cadgie laird o* Windlestraetown, 

Cam* in for till haud his halloween. 

The gudewife beck*d» and the carle boo*d ; 

In owre to the deis the laird gaed he ; 
The swankies a' they glowf d like wud, 

The lasses leugh i* their sleeves sae slee ; 
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And sweet wee Lilias was unco fear*d, 

And she blush'd like a rose in a garden green, 

And queer she felt when she saw the laird 
Come there for till haud his Halloween. 

" Now haud ye merry," quo Windlestraetown, 

" I downa come here your sport to spill ; 
Rax down the nuts ye uncolike loon, 

For though I am auld, I am gleesome still ; 
And Lilias, my pet, to burn wi* me. 

Ye winna be sweer, right weel I ween, 
However it gangs my fate I'll dree. 

Since here I am haudin* my Halloween. 

The pawkie auld wife, at the chimley cheek. 

Took courage an* spak' as a mither suld do ; 
" Noo haud up your head my daughter meek,— - 

A laird comesna ilka night to woo ! 
He'll mak' ye a lady, an* that right soon, 

I dreamt it twice owre, I'm sure^ yestreen." 
" A bargain be't" quo Windlestraetown, — 

" It*s lucky to book on a Halloween. 

" I'll stick by my nuts for better for waur, 

Will ye do the like my bonny May ? 
Ye shall shine at my board like the gloamin star, 

And gowd in gowpins ye's hae for ay." 
The nuts were cannilie laid on the ingle, 

Weel, weel were they tented wi* anxious een ; 

p 
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And sweetHe in ase thegither they mingle ;•— 
'< Now blessed for ay be this Halloween T 



PART SECOND. 

Hap an' row the feetie o't — Hogg. 

" Let banefires blaze on the Wardlaw height. 

Unyoke baith pleugh an* cart bedeen ; 
Gae warn the piper wi' speed o' lights 

To haste wi' hi3 pipes to the loaning green ; 
Let auld and young i' their best be boune. 

Let guns an* pistols fu' loudlie rair ; 
For the cantie laird o* Windlestraetown 

This day has gotten a son an' heir ! 

'< Then pierce the barrel as soon's ye may. 

An' let the berry-brown yill run free ; 
We'll a' baud a rantin holiday. 

An' drink success to the laird's roof-tree* 
Let cap an stoup gae cheerily roun', 

Wi' health an* joy to the happy pair — 
The laird an' lady o' Windlestraetown, 

Wha now hae gotten a son an' heir !*' 

The day was as &ir as fair could be. 
The yill was gude, an' the pip^ in tune; 

They lap an' flang on the daisied lee. 

Till their faces glow'd like the harvest moon; 
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The bicker gaed briskly roun' an' rotin,' 
The maidens never seem'd half sae fair ; 

An' ay they huzza'd for Windlestraetown, 
An' eke for hia bonny wee ion an* heir ! 

The laird cam out in his braw new wig» 

An' oh ! but a blithe auld carle was he ; 
He crackit his thumbs as he danc'd the jig> 

An'.be kiss'd the lasses frae chin to breie ! 
<< Noo pass the nappy, my canty loon, 

An' smoor your sorrow an' dnK¥n your care ; 
It*s no ilka day/* quo' Windlestraetown, 

'^ That I get a callant to be my heir* 

** I've bonny braid lands f the how o' Fife, 

I've routh o' placks on the flowing lea, 
An' ae sweet wife i' the morn o' life, 

Wha's dear as the light o' heaven to me." 
'* Ye've mair than that," said a grey hair*d sire, — 

" Ye'eve e'en an' mom the poor man's prayer ; 
An' noo for to heeze your heart i^ higher, 

•Ye've gotten a bonny wee son an' heir. 

/' We'll drink his]health wi' heart an' tongue, 
I' the best o' yill that hands can brew ; 

An' oh, may die blessing o' auld an' young 
Descend upon him, as it does on you. 
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Then fill — we'll just hae anither roun*, 
A willy waught o' this winsome ware; 

Come, nine times nine for Windlestraetown^ 
The lady hersel, and the sweet wee heir.*' 



VALEDICTORY STANZAS TO 1831. 

(WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT.) 
Thou hast gone to the grave, but we will not deplore ihe«. 

Thy pulse is languid hoary one, 

Thy frame is shrunk, thine eye is dim, 

And Midnight with ten thousand tongues 
Shall sing thy requiem. 

Thy nervous arm is now relaxed, 
Thj vital stream recedeth fast, 

And soon thy deep funereal knell 
Shall float upon the blast, 

From turrets, towers, and domes, and spiresy 

When thou art numbered with thy sires. 

Blend with the past eternity ! 

Mix with the illimitable flood! 
I mourn thee not— for thou didst drench 

Thy robes in human blood : 
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A two«edged falchion bright and keen 
Was wielded by thy red right hand ; 
^And drunk with gore thou then didst breathe 
A plague-cloud o*er the land, 
And multitudes, in manhood's pride. 
Inhaled the noxious air and died. 

And thou hast witnessed barbarous hordes 

From fastnesses and forests burst ; 
Beheld a nation trampled down 

By tyranny accUrst ; 
And thou hast seen a patriot band 

From hearth and home and kindred driven ; 
Seen free bom eyes debarred the light, 

Tlie glorious light of heaven ! 
But Freedom's star shall yet arise 
And gild that nation's destinies. 

Go to the grave— I mourn thee not, 

I spare not even a passing sigh ; 
Convulaion tradked thine evety step, 

And flourished 'neath thine eye. 
Speed to the tomb— I hail with joy 

The accessKMi of thine infimt heir; 
And may the Olive floinish green 

On Britain's bright parterre. 
And Oh ! niay heaven its blessings shower 
On Him who wields her regal power* 

p2 
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SONG I.*t 
HEARD YE THE TIDINGS? 

Aia — " Bonnie Prince Charlie.** 

Heard ye the the tidings, Donald M^Gillavry ? 

Ken ye he's landed at Moidart auld carlie ? 

Saw ye our mountain men, marching by thousands ten, 

Waving their broad swords, and shouting for Charlib ? 

Follow thee, fly to thee, wha wadna fly to thee ? 

Speed to thy banner that's flaunting sae rarely ; 

Charlie, Charlie, wha wadna die for thee, 

Lord of our bosoms* love, bonnie Prince Charlie ? 

•f This and the following songs marked with an asterisk were 
written for Mr George Thomson's new edition (1831) of the Me- 
lodies of Scotland. Those marked *t were publUhed along with 
the music 
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There's rushing of dans to the Chevalier's banner. 
Like floods from the mountains in torrents descending ; 
Their pennons are streaming, their broadswords are 

gleaming, 
Huzza ! the white rose wf the heather is blending* 
Follow thee, &c. 

Welcome as light sweet flower to the wilderness, 
Long hast thou bloomed in a far foreign garden ; 
Bright eyes shall sun thee, and soft sighs shall fan thee, 
The evergreen thistle shall aye be thy warden. 
Follow thee, ,&c. 

We'll rally around thee, true scion of royalty. 
Reckless of home and our kindred's undoing ; 
Prove with our good swords our faith and our loyalty, 
Soar in thy triumphs, or sink in thy ruin. 

Follow thee, fly to thee, wha wadna fly to thee ? 
Speed to thy banner that's flaunting sae rarely ; 
Charlie, Charlie, wha wadna die for thee. 
Lord of our bosoms' love, bonnie Prince Charlie ? 
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THE FIRST OF MAY. 
AiB^« The JBrau a* JBalquhidder*' 



Now the beams of May morp 

On the mountains are streaming ; 
And the dews on the corn 

Are like diamond-drops gleaming ; 
And die hirdfl ftom the bowers 

Are in gladness ascendmg ; 
And the breath of sweet flowers 

With the zephyrs is blending. 

And the rose-linnefa thrill, 

Overflowing with gladnesd. 
And the wood-pigeon's bill, 

The' their notes seem of sadness; 
And the jessamine rich 

Its soft tendrils is shooting; 
From the pear and peach 

The bright blossoms are sprouting. 
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And the Iambs on the lea 

Are in playfulness bounding ; 
And the voice of the sea 

Is in harmony sounding; 
And the streamlet on high 

In the morning beam dances ; 
For all Nature is joy 

As sweet summer advances. 

Then, my Mary, let's stray 

Where the wild flowers are glowing, 
By the banks of the Tay 

In its melody flowing ; 
Thou shalt bathe in May dew, 

Like a sweet mountain blossom ; 
For 'tis bright like thy brow. 

And 'tis pure. as thy bosom. 
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THE GLOAMING STAR IS GLEAMING. 

AiB— " Aikendrum** 



The gioamiDg star is gleaming, 
The summer moon is beaming, 
Their blended light is sti^aming 

On mountain tower and tree. 
The birds their loves are tdling, 
The flowers their sweets exhaling ; 
Around the rural dwelling 

I've reared, my love, for thee. 

The aspen leaves are sleeping, 
The silver willow's weeping ; 
The violet is steeping 

Its leaves in diamond dew : 
The mimic fountain rushes, 
The sylvan streamlet gushes, 
Its rose-fringed margin blushes, 

But cannot rival you. 
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Then grace my rosy bower, love, 
Thyself its brightest flower, love, 
And let this hallowed hour, love, 

Pure extacy knpart. 
And by thy beauteous brow, love. 
And balmy lips I vow, love. 
That thou, and only thou, love. 

Shall share my home — my heart. 

Let worldlings beyond measure 
Go idolize their treasure*— 
Loll in the lap of pleasure 

Or bathe in fimded bliss ;— 
Let heroes, or let sages. 
Speed where the battle rages, 
Or study nature's pages — 

Give me an hour like this. 
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ROBIN IS MY JOY AND DEAR. 

Air — ** Kind Robin loe't me.'* 



Robin is my joy, my dear, 
Robin reigns triumphant here. — 
So to his suit ril lend an ear, 
Because I'm sure he loes me. 

Happy, happy was the shower 
That led me to his birchen bower, 
Where first of love I felt the power, 
And kenn'd that Robin lo*ed me. 

He's tall and comely, frank and free, 
Lo'ed by a*, but dear to me ; 
Wi' him I'd live, wi' him I'd die, 
Because my Robin loe's me. 

My titty, Jeanie, said to me, 
His constancy a joke would be. 
And I owr late be made to see. 
That Robin didna lo'e me. 
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But little kens our bonnie Jean 
The glamour o' my Robin's een i — 
The starting tear — the vow yestreen, 
By these I ken he loes me. 

When in his bower o' summer sweets, 
At gloamin' he his vow repeats, 
My fluttering heart wi* rapture beats, 
To think how weel he lo'es me. 

The witchery o' Robin's smile, 
Can sweeten care and lighten toil. 
And a* the ills o' life beguile, 
Sae lang's Vm sure he lo'es me. 
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FOR THE ANNIVERSARY OF BURNS. 

Air — '* Dainty JDavk."' 



When Januar winds were ravin' wilV 
O'er a' the districts o' our isle ; 
There was a callant bom in Kyle^ 

And he was christen'd Robin. 
Oh Robin was a dainty lad, 
Rantin Robin, rhymin Robin, 
It made the gossips unco glad. 

To hear the cheep o' Robin. 

That ne'er to be forgotten mom. 
When Coila's darling son was bom ; 
Auld Scotland on her stock an' horn, 

Play'd " Welcome hame" to Robin. 
And Robin was the blythest loon, 
Rantin Robin, rh3rmin Robin, 
That ever sang beneath the moon, 

We'll a' be proud o' Robin ! 
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The muses round his cradle hung. 
The graces wat his infant tongue ; 
And Independence wi' a rung. 
Cried,—" Redd the gate for Robin." 
For Robin's soul arousing tones, 
Rantin Robin, rhymin Robin, 
Gart tyrants tremble on their thrones ; 
We'll a' be proud o' Robin ! 

Then let's devote this night to mirth, 
And celebrate our poet's birth ; 
While Freedom preaches in the earth, 
She'll tak' her textfrae Robin. 
Oh Robin's magic notes shall ring, 

Rantin Robin, rhymin Robin, 
While rivers run, and flow'rets spring, 
Huzza ! huzza for Robin I 
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I neither gat plenishing, siller, nor land, 
Wi' the bonny wee lasaie that gae me her hand ; 
But I gat a kind heart, and' a lovely black e'e. 
And that was worth manors and maiiingis to me. 

I might had a wife wi' a boarding-school air. 
Bedizened wi' trinkets an' pearlins sae rare ; 
A weel stockit purse, and & lang pedigree, 
But these, withoat prudeocCy wad ne'er suited me^ 

Commend me to Jeanie, there's grace in her air^ 
And purity reigns in her bosom sae fair; 
The tones o' her voice, and the blink o' her e'e. 
And her smile, sae bewitching, are treasures to mew 

When absent frae her, how my bliss is impair'd, 
Tho' I dine wi' the leddies and drink wi' the laird ; 
But to meet her again, and her sweet baimi) three» 
Is worth mailings and manors, and kingdoms to me. 
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SONG OF THE SCOTTISH EXILE. 



Oh ! the sunny peaches glow. 
And the grapes in clusters blush ; 
And the cooling silver streams 
From their sylvan fountains rush ; 
There is music in the grove, 
And there*s fragrance on the gale ; 
But there's nought so dear to me 
As my own Highland vale. 

Oh ! the queen-like virgin rose, 
Of the dew and sun-light bom, 
And the azure violet, 
Spread their beauties to the morn ; 
So does the hjracinth, 
And the lily pure and pale. 
But I love the daisy best 
In my own Highland vale. 

a3 
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Hark ! hark, those thriUing notes \ — 
'Tis the nightingale complains ; 
Oh! the soul of music breathes 
In those more than plaintive strains ; 
But theyVe not so dear to me 
As the murmur of the riH, 
And the bleating of the lambs 
On my own HigUsnd lUU. 

Oh ! the flowVets fair may glow> 
And the juicy fruits may blush> 
And the beauteous birds may sing^ 
And the ciyfila) strearallbts rush ; 
And the verdant meadtf may smiley 
And the cloudless dun may beam ; 
But there'19 nought beneath the skie& 
Like my own Highland hatiie. 
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AiE— " Gramachree*' 



There is a pang f^ evefy heatt, 

A tear for every eye ; 
There is a knell for ever/ ear, 

For every breast a sigh ; 
There's anguish ia th« happiest state 

Humanity can prove,— 
But oh i th^ tortttre of ttm aoul 

Is unrequited lavQ I 

The reptile haunts th9 8weete9t bow^r. 

The rose blooms on the thgra; 
There's poison in the fairest. flower 

That greets th« opening momi 
The hemlock and the night'Bl)«d^ Hpmgs 

In garden and in grove ; 
But oh ! the up«0 of tbs mvi 

Is imrequited Iwel 

Ah.! lady, thine inconstancy 
Hath made my peace depart i 

Th' unwonted coldness of thiot (9J# 
Hath froze thy lo¥«r'» kmrti 
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Yet with the fibres of that heart 
Thine image dear is wove, 

Nor can they sever till I die 
Of unrequited love. 



SONG IX.* 

AxR— ," Pinkie Jffotise." 



The sun-flowars droop, the breezes sigh. 

In Pinkie's beauteous glade ; 
The lilies weep in dewy tears, 

The rose its leaves has shed ; — 
Maria frowns^-the peerless one 

That wont to smile so sweet, 
That wo^ all hearts, and charmed all eyes- 

Her lovw at her feet. 

'' Nay, frown not thus, divinest maid. 

Nor waste that pearly tear ; 
For tho* I cropped that peerless prize 

A ringlet of thy hair, 
Twas but to braid it on my heart 

With many a costly gem ; 
Nor would I with the relic part 

For England's diadem." 
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" Yes, yes ! my throbbing heart will break 

If from thy presence driven ; 
Can I forego the countless charms 

Which made that presence Heaven ? 
My bloom of bliss will then be sered, 

My rising hopes undone — 
Thus tempests blight the vernal flowers 

Just opening to the sun." 

^^ Bestow the sweet seraphic smile 

Which thou alone canst give;— 
Oh ! raise the music of thy voice. 

And bid t^y lover live ;. 
T^ let the doudsr obscure tile staiss^ 

Or blot them from the dues, 
Mjff li^ shall be thy sunoy smiley 

My ruling*«tank thine eye&- * 
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'Tis DOt for thy beauty I love thee^ 
'Tis not that ihouVt sylph-like and young : 
Thy sweetness itself could not move me. 
Nor the music that flows from thy tongue. 
Thy smile so enchanting, thy soul-searching glances, 
Thy clustering tresses^ thy grace and thine ease ; 
And ihy modesty rare, which each beauty enhances — 
Ah ! no, dearest Mary, I love not for these. 

. Though thy steps by the Graces are measured — 
Thine actions by purity's page ; 
Though thy mind to overflowing is treasured 
With the lore of the bard and the sage: 
Though the harp and the lute 'neath thine ivory fingers, 
Emit such sweet sounds that a seraph might please. 
And spell-bound— enraptured — thy fond lover lingersi— 
Yet Mary, sweet Mary, he loves not for these. 
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Though fair are thy hills and thy valleys, 
And rich are thy gardens and bowers ; 
And bright is thy beautiful palace, 
Surrounded by fruits and by flowers ; 
Tho' thy fathers have shone in the annals of fame — 
Tho' their deeds on her scutcheon resplendent doth blaze, 
Tho' thou bearest of heroes and princes the name, 
Yet still, dearest Mary, I love not for these. 

But, like dew firom the violet falling. 
The tears from thy bright eyes will steal, 
When Misery approaches thy dwelling, 
Or Poverty tells her sad tale ; 
And thy bounty extends to the homeless and poor, 
And the peer and the peasant unite in thy praise 
In the turreted hall — in the cot on the moor — 
These, these, dearest Mary, I love thee for these. 



Digitized 



by Google 



SONG XL 



Yes ! I will deem thee like the rose, 

In summer's rich refulgent glow ; 
I'll swear that winter's purest snows 

Grow dim beside thy beauteous brow : 
Thine eyes, like violets bathed in dew, 

Shall ever be compared by me ; 
For snows, and flowers of fairest hue, 

Are emblems of inconstancy. 

Oh ! thou bast made thy captive drink 

The chalice of unmingled woe ; 
And thou hast broke the magic link 

Which chain'd him to the world below : 
That heart is torn with many a throe, 

Which throbbed tumultuously for thee; 
And first affection's heavenly glow 

Is chiird by thine inconstancy. 

Sweet woman ! tho* arrayed by heaven 
In conquering beauty's brightest beam, 

Thou'rt fickle as the clouds of even, — 
Inconstant as the meteor's beam. 
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My early thoughts,— my daily theme, — 
My nightly musings still shall be, 

That woman's love is all a dream — 
Inconstancy — Inconstancy ! 



SONG XII.* 

NOW GLOAMIN O'ER THE WELKIN WEAVES. 
Air— "i^or a that, ari a' that,'* 

Now gloamin o'er the welkin weaves 

A canopy, an' a* that ; 
The lily faulds its dewy leaves, 
Sae does the rose, an' a' that : 
For a' that, an' a' that. 
The violet an* a' that ; 
But soon I'll clasp a fairer flower 
Than lily, rose, or a' that. 

The clover on the e'enin' gale, 
The new mawn hay, an' a' that ; 

The honeysuckle down the dale 
Their fragrance shed, an' a' that : 

R 
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An' a* that, an* a' that, 
The bloomin broom, an' a' that; 
But soon I'll prie a balmier breath 
Than they exhale» for a' that. 

The stars aboon the silver Tay 

Are glowin bright, an* a' that ; 
Like diamonds on a gala day, 
O'er beauty's brow, an' a* that : 
For a' that, an' a' that. 
The crescent moon, an' a' that ; 
But Jeanie's een, I'll tak my aith, 
Are brighter far than a' that. 

Thrice welcome to the trystin hour — 

'Tis come at lengthy for a' that ; 
I'll meet her i' the birken bower, 
Ayont the bum, an* a' that : 
For a' that, an' a' that, 
My throbbin pulse, an' a that ; — 
Ye misers, gae an' hug your gear — 
I'm richer far than a' that. 
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THE SPAEWIFE. 

A m — KUliecrankie* 



The Spaewife to the Milton cam 

A gliff afore the gloamin ; 
The burn was rushin frae the dam, 

The kelpie's pool was foamin ; 
The winter win', wi' eerie sugh, 

Sang through the leafless plantin : 
Sae up I gat, an* fear*d enough, 

I speer'd what she was wanting 

Like ony worricow she glowr'd, 

The gruesomei stalwart carlin ; 
My colly 'neath the hallan cour'd. 

An' whimper'd like a starlin : 
I bade her tak the muckle chair. 

An hecht her cheese an' farles ; 
Atf, like a coof, I cross'd her loof 

Wi' a* my winter arles. 
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Wr cawk an* keel upon a deal, 

She scrawl'd the marks o* Sathjm ; 
While I for fear was like to squeel, 

An* wuss*d her weel awa then : 
An' aye she croon'd ah ddritch tune^ 

An' at the fire sat ba&kin ; 
My heart was like to loup the hool — 

I trembled like an aspen. 

" What ails the gowk to be sae fleyed 
For me, a gangrel auld wife ? 

For bonnie Jean sal be your bridp j 
Tak tent ye binna caoJdrife :. 

She's unco sby^. but carena by. 
She lo'es ye. dear already* 

An' ere the cornneisfc bar st l^e,8bprn^ 

, Ye's row her inypur plaidy.'* 

The laverock greets the simmer morn 

Wi* sangs saje Wythe an! cbeerie; 
At e'en the mavis frae the thprn 

Wi* music. woos hia dearie ; 
But Luckie's tidings to, mine-ear 

Were ajveeteriar than either,. 
My een thy low'd, my bo^oiia ^lowi'd— % 

'Twas rapture atbegither I. 
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LAMENT FOR MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. 

Air.-" Thou lingering star with lessening ray** 



And has that more than angel form 

Been chased within the traitor's toil, 
And doth she tremble 'neath the storm, 

In yonder rugged, ruin*d pile?* 
Built on a narrow, nameless isle. 

Where dove-eyed pity ne'er was found ; 
And doth she waste her seraph-smile 

On trembling, weeping menials round ? 

Yesi They who bared their battle-brands, 

And swore by heaven for her to die. 
Have lifted sacrilegious hands 

Against their sovereign's liberty : 
The radiance of her regal eye, 

Though heaven-lit, no impression made- 
Lost was her sweet, her suppliant sigh, 

On ruthless souls, to honour dead ! 

* Lochleven Castle. 

r2 
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It chills my soul to think of thee, 
So late the flower of Gallia's plains. 

Where belted heroes bent the knee, 
, And princes, held thy bridle-rein^ ;— 

And poets sung in rapturous strains, 
And' sage» praised iii aecentft blimd; 

And monarchs, led in willing chains, 
Contended for thy peerless hand. 

Loved princess! late, in regal pride^ 

From pleasure's chalice thou didst; driijc ; 
But fiends have dash'd the cup aside. 

And urged thee o'er destruction's brink : 
But late, these felons did not think 

A gem too rare to deck thy crown. 
And pow, sweet captive, thou must shrink 

Beneath a wither'd beldame's frown. 

But Sacred Truth shall yet arise. 
And Justice shall not always sleep ; 

And their unhallowed memories 

In Scorn's putrescent pool shall steep; 

And execrations, loud and deep, 
* Shall fall on^ thy telentless foes : 

Whilst countless thousands yet shall weep 
O'er all thy wrongs, and all l*y woes. 
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THE WARLOCK. 

• Ai*— •^ AikendrumJ!* 



A warlock.oaixitohoujr tiMrn, 
To our towa, <ilieide«B' Iwn ; 
His bo&rd.waA'gi'ey, :hia.cbeeik bwwny 

And he looked jaucq glum : 
His cloak of Moffat tartan 
Hang down below his.garten^—* 
He cam to spae my fortune ; — 

His name was Aikendrum. 

His brow with time was wrinkled^ 
His hair with grey was sprinkled ; 
But, oh ! his cen they twinkled 

Whene'er he gazed on me. 
Then to the seat he hied him 
My titty had supplied him — 
I sat me down beside him, 

Beneath our holly tree. 
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He took my palm discreetly, 
And looked right sedately, 
And scann'd it o'er completely. 

With mony a ha and hum ; 
With transport then he seized it, 
And to his lips he raised it, 
And lovingly he squeeised it — 

The gallant Aikendrum. 

He slippit aff his fause beard, 

An* eagerly on me he stared, — 

He doff'd his cloak—his mask tear^d. 

And threw't ayont the lum ; — 
Then sweetly he address'd me, 
And to his bosom press'd me, 
'Twas Jamie that carress'd me. 

It was na Aikendrum. 
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LORD GEORGE DOUGLAS' SONG. 



[Fate had reserved to Queeo Mary an additional chance for 
repairing her broken fortunes. In Lochlevea- Castle she 
was surrounded by tliose most deepljr- 'Jatfliefi^ed fbr the 
Earls of Murray and of Morion. . , 3at theiie; WA9 pne person 
among them who beheld her confinement and her distresses 
witl^ an eye of compassion.' This was a youth named 
George Douglas^ brother of the Loird df LocblerfiQi who, 
captivated by her beauty* touched by .her florrow, and 
seduced^ by her promises, laid a plan 'for her escape. — Sir 
Walter Scott* 8 History of Scotland,'\ 

There's rays o' malF than earthlie light> 

That beams frae Mary's e'e ; 
A sweeter flow*ret never bloomed 

Beneath heaven's canopie. 
She equals Eve's majestic form, 

St Mary's matchless grace ; 
An' the heavenly hues o' Paradise 

O'erspread her beauteou!^ face^ 
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The diamond grows dim compared wi' her ee. 

The gowd compared wi' her hair, — 
Wi* the magic o' her bewitching smile 

There's naething on earth can compare ; 
An' the dulcet music o' her voice 

Excels the harmonie. 
Which elve and fay sae deftlie play 

When halding high jubilee. 

Oh ! I could dive to ocean's bed 

For pearls to deck her hair ; 
An' my bosom heaves tumultuously 

For leave to braid them there. 
An' I wad search the darkest mine 

For jewels to gem her brow ; — 
Nay, life itsel' I wad blithely tyne 

For a kiss o' her lovely mou. 
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PROVOST PAWKIE'S LAMENT. 

AiR'^Povertif parts gude company, • 



Oh ! gane are the days, when the bailies and me, 
On subjects o* state could for ever agree ; 
When Councillors praised our discretion and sense, 
Tlio* we dined twice a-week at the borough's expense — 

Drank '' things as they are,'* with three times three: 

Oh ! politics parts good company ! 

On Sundays we marched in our holiday gear. 
Escorted by Donald, our stout halberdier. 
In solemn procession, ourebye to the kirk ; 
And aye we were greeted by smile and by smirk ; 

And mony low bows the bethal did gie : 

But politics parts good company ! 

When coofs came before us, fu awkward and blate, ^ 
For shootjng the game on his honour's estate, 
How boni^lie justice and mercy did blend, 
When we sent them to bridewell their morals to mend 

And a' the town s fowk applauded hie : 

But politics parts good company. 
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And ay when the Parliament duly expired, 
With rapture transcendent our bosoms were fired ; 
For candidates came from the north and the south, 
To canvass our votes, and to slocken our drouth. 

Ah ! during these revels how blest were we : 

But politics parts good company. 

We lunched at the Lion — we dined at the Gourd, 
Where sherry and port like a cataract poured, 
And — fair play 's a jewel — we sapp'd at the Swan, 
Where claret ^nd punch like a broad river ran. 

Then all was mirth and jollity : 

But politics parts good company. 

But nouf our horizon betokens a storm ; 
The war-cry's " Retrenchment," the watch-word ** Re- 
form,'* 
And our chaplets shall soon be all blighted and hoar. 
Which have flourished in light for a century and more. 

Ah ! well-a-day, and can it thus be 

That politics parts good company ! 
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LORD GEORGE MURRAY TO THE CLANS, 

* • 

1745. 



The British diadem 
Is the royal Stuart's right ! 
Let the beacons brightly flame 
. From each tower and rocky height ; 
Let the slogan through our glens loudly swell ; 
For above your fathers' graves 
Tread these Hanoverian slaves. 
And their standard proudly waves 
On the gale. 

Oh ! whet your daggers bright 
On the tomb of great Montrose; 
Then quench their radiant light 
In the bosom of their foes — 
The foemen of your sovereign and lord. 
Carve his titles oh the pines 
Where the German's banner shines. 
Through their mercenary lines. 

With the sword. 

s 
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The coward Cope may boast 
Of hig squadrons and his files. 
But the leader of our host — 
Heir of all the British isles — 
By the lightning of his eye and his brand 
These cravens shall be chased, 
With fiery-footed haste, 
As the tempest o^er the waste 
Drives the sand ! 

Remember great Dundee, 
And the glories of your sires; 
When the clansmen, one to three, 
Amid bayonet-thrust and fire 
Hewed their gory path with broadsword and targe* 
Trophies shall reward your toils 
From the proud usurper's spoils; 
Eternal justice smiles— 
To the charge ! 
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AI1U-** The VeUow Hair*d Laddie:* 



The sun*s in the east, and the dew's on the flowers, 
And the laverocks hae soar'd frae their sweet mossy 

bowers. 
And their music's increas'd by the hum of the bee, 
By the tinkling rill, and the voice of the sea. 

The linnety the blackbird, the mavis and thrush, 
Are mingling their notes in the arbour and bush ; 
And the grashopper chimes in the meadow unseen, 
And the new weaned lambies bound blithe on the green. 

The sweet briar-bush, and the rich yellow broom, 
Are blending their fragrance, exhaling perfume ; 
And the white blossoms sprout from the hawthorn tree, 
And the clear glassy brook wimples on to the sea. 

All nature, sweet Mary, is joyous and bright, 
Her vestments are bathed in the dew and the light — 
Add to these, my ador'd one, thy voice and thy smile 
And oh ! 'twill be bliss to thy lover the whi1«' 
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THE TEMPEST IS RAGING. 

Air—.** He*i dear to met though far frae me" 



The tempest is raging, 

And reading the shroudg ; 
The ocean is waging 

A war with the clouds; 
The cordage is breaking. 

The canvass is torii, 
The timbers are creaking— 

The seamen forlorn. 

The water is gushing 

Through hatches and seams; 
*Tis roaring and rushing 
' O'er keelson and beams. 
And nought save the lightning 

On mainmast or boom, 
At intervals bright'ning 

The palpable gloom. 
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Tho' horrors beset me. 

And hurricanes howl ; 
I may not forget thee. 

Beloved of my soul. 
Tho' soon I must perish, 

In ocean beneath ; 
Thine image Til cherish. 

Adored one, in death. 



s 2 
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EMMELlNEi 



A. BALLAD! 



Sweet Emmeline sported her queen-like plume, 
O'er a wreath of flowers and pearls ; 

But the chaplet droop'd, and the gems grew dim 
'Neath the light of her sunny curls ! 

The jewels around her snowy neck, 
Paled beneath the fla^h of her eye; 

Whilst the vermil hue of her honied lip, 
With the young moss-rose did vie ! 

Her face was suffus'd with a virgin bludh, 

And beam'd with an angel smile ; 
And oh ! the countless, nameless charms, 

That played round her mouth the while. 

Her step was as light as the beauteous fawn. 
That brushes the summer flowers ; 

And her breath was the odorous breeze that stole 
Thro' the briar and woodbine bowers. 
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Her robe wM^whikeBs* the fleeqrdeiicl 

That floats o'er the smi «t even<^ 
And her «>fie was chttp^d^ with^ the boiifiahfd goM, 

And glowed like thebow^of he^knin. 

Sweet Emmeline hied t^ the «plmctid>hall^ 

To list to the min^trers liy; 
There high-born dtiiile isind noble youth 

Held joyous holiday. 

With radiant mien, and Inro^ serene^ 

She graced the bright festal hall ; 
And' seemed the endironed divinity 

In that crowded fesCxnd. 

Oh, many a knighdy borom thrill'd 

As they met her bewitching glance ; 
All hearts beat higli, and all pulses throbb^d^ 

As she flew through the maay dance^ 

And oh ! the sound of her matohlesS' yotee*^ 

The tones of her seraph tongue ; 
She sung. like the birds in Eden's bowetVy 

When the sinless wodd waa young* 
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A knight there was in this festal throngs 

Of bearing haught and high ; 
His shield had been dinted by Moslem spears^ 

'Neath Palestine's sultry sky ; 

His cheek was swart as the faded heath, i 

And his lip of the lurid hue ; 
And lines of care 'neath his thin white hair 

Were deep on his ample brow. 

But his bosom glow'd for this lady bright. 

For he deemed her all divine ; 
So he kissed the cross of his brand and swore 

He would wed fair Emmellne. 

'Tis merry to view the forest glade, 

And the wild deer roaming there ; i 

But the dappled doe, and the bounding roe. 

They herd not with the bear. ^ 

Tis merry to see the song birds perch 

On tower, and tree, and cairn ; 
But the blackbird sweet, and the mavis fleet, 

They mate not with the erne. 
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Y£t the swarthy kn^t he hat donn*d his maiU 

With his good sword by hig side ; 
And a wooing he's gone to the lady's bower, 

** As the lion woos hn bride.** 

But the matchless grace of her bcaateoiU'fiurey 

And the light of her lovely eye, 
And her saint-like smile, so devoid of guite^ 

Proved a cob-web panoply. 

" Your father fells and your brothers twain, 

When the battle was all but won ; 
Their bones doth bleach in the hostile bveaoh^ 

Beneath the fierce Syrian sun. 

<< Your uncle died on the Moslem spears, 

By Calvary's hallow'd shrine — 
Then where is the brand that can ward your land. 

Like this well tried blade of mine ? 

" Your beardless coz, with his clerkly lore, 
' And his silken doublet fine — 
Can he wield a brand, that can ward your land. 
Like this tough Bilboa of mine ? 
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<' Betfamk thee io haste of a ring and a priest. 

Delay is with danger rife ; 
For I'll ride to the saddle-laps in gore 

Ere another shall call you wife.*' 

The maiden's blood receded fast. 
And her cheek wax'd deadly pale ; 
She bent like a lily beneath the blast, 
Or a rose cut down by hail. 
Nor priest, nor leech, nor human skill. 
Could aught to her avail. 

He shuddering loqk'd on her comely form, 
He gazed on her death-set eye ; 

But her spirit had soar'd on angel wings. 
To the bowers of bliss on high. 
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[Douglas having entered into a league with the Earls of Craw* 
ford and Ross, to make common cause, not only against 
the King (James II.) but against all mortals, vras induced 
bj promises, and an ample safe-conduct under the great 
seal, to visit the Court, then held in Stirling Castle. On 
Shrove Tuesday he was invited to sup with the King, who 
received him kindly, and the evening passed away in 
mirth and festivity. As they rose from the supper table, 
about eight in the evening, the King led the Earl into the 
recess of a deep window, and urged him to break the 
illegal bond which he had formed with the other turbulent 
Lords* The Earl haughtily replied, that his faith was 
pledged, and he would not renounce it for living man. 
*' By Heaven, then," said the King, " if you will not 
^ break the confederacy, this shall ;" so saying, he drew 
his dagger, and plunged it in Douglases body, ~~- Abridged 
from Sir Walter Scott's History of Scotland'] 

" Yes ! I will beard his fiery face,* 

And back his censures fling; 
It never shall be' said I feared 

A kaiser, or a king ; — 
I never blanch'd to mortal many 

Nor changed my purpose yet ; 
And if he sports a crown — I wear 

A Douglas' coronet.'* 

» His face was di«flgured by a red spot, which procured him from his 
subjects the name of James with the fiery face. 
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The banners floated en the gale> 

The trumpets loudly bray*d ; 
And Stirling's courtly inmates came 

To greet the cavalcade ; — 
The Monarch doflTd his bonnet low. 

To Douglas's proud array ; — 
And fluted prop and fretted.arch 

Rung with high holiday. 

And there was wassail in the court, 

And upsees in the hall ; 
And music pour'd its dulcet notes, 

To grace the festival ; 
And bumpers deep, that day were drained^ 

With pledge of glove and ring. 
To *^ lasting peace and amity 

'Twixt Douglas and the King." 

The liveried varlets had retired, 

The gorgeous feast was done ; 
And goblets cirded round the throng 

Like planets round the sun ; — 
From crystal spheres, and silver tubes, 

The perfumed tapers gleam'd ; 
And from the eyes of beauty bright, 

Idore glorious radiance beam'd. 
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** Now break thy league*'— »the Monarch cried, 

** Audacious traitor-lord, 
Or by the spirits of my sires, 

ni cut it with tlie sword ; — 
Dissolve thy base confedracy, 

And down upon thy knee, — 
Disband thy rebel robber-horde, — 

Here, none shall reign but me." 

*' No ! by the Qross, It may not be, 

IVe pledged my knightly word ;"— - 
And like a thunder-cloud he scowPd, 

And half unsheath'd his sword ;— - 
The Sovereign drew that jewel'd glaive, 

Which gore so oft had spilt ; 
And in the haughty Douglas* heart, 

He sheathed it to the hilt. 
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WRITTEN OS A BLANK LEAF Or LOCKHART's LIFE OF BV1LV9, 



I thought on thy name — so beloved, so adored, 

*Neath each clime of the earth, sweetest bard of the 
north ; 

Of the heights so sublime where thy spirit had soared, 
And the rapturous strains which thy^nuse bodied forth. 

I thought on the sorrows which chequer'd thy youth, 
On the early misfortunes with which thou hadst striven ; 

When thou drank'st from the crystalline fountain of truth, 
And inhaled, unalloy'd, inspiration from Heaven. 

It wa^ /^e;> that thy masculine fancy took wing, 
And soar'd like a bird to the summit of fame. 

Pouring warblings as sweet as the music of spring. 
And pure as the Devon's meandering stream. 

It was then that thy lyric enchantments .were sung, 
And each feeling bosom its sympathy spoke; 

Thy harp like a seraph's melodiously rung. 
For the hand of a master its music awoke. 
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The great and the noble — by apathy press*d — 
Were stirr'd by its soul-thrilling music divine ; 

Even noble-born beauty its magic confessed, 

And Fashion taught Dulness to bow at thy shrine. 

But they left thee to wrestle with want and with woe, 
Thy prospects all blighted^ thy feelings all sered : — 

Like a meteor amongst them awhile thou didst glow^ 
Like a meteor^ alas ! which too soon disappear'd. 



I thought on the column his genius had rais*d> — 
On the dark dreary grave where his relics repose, — 

On his sensitive bosom which sorrow had seized, — 
On his progress through life, — on his loves, and his 
woes* 

I thought on his hours of convivial bliss. 

With the friends of his heart round the magical bowl; 
On the conjugal rapture — the heart-thrilling kiss, — 

And I wept like a woman in fulness of soul. 

Sweet bard, thy renown shall for ever increase. 
Whilst genius is prized shall thy merits be sung; 

The star of thy fame shall in brilliancy blaze, 
Till Nature's funereal knell shall be rung ! 
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Our loveliest maideos shall yearly bestrew 
With flowerets the green turf that pillows thy head ; 

And the salt tear of sonrow for ever shall flow 
O'er the spot where our mightiest poet i& laid* 



LAST HOURS OF MOSE& 



Tbe tomb is buiU, or the rock is cleft» . 

Or delved i* the grassy clod : 
And wiiat for mourning man it left? 

Ob! what 16 left— but God« 

BOWRINO. 



Serene on Pisgah's rifted orest. 

The hoary prophet stood ; 
Tho* human foot had nev^ traced 

That awful solitude^-— 
Thence^ at his Master's high command^ 
He gazed upon the promised land, 

In boundless gratitude : 
Oh ! 'twas a scene surpassing fair ; 
Heaven's prodigality was there 1 
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Meandering streams and mountain rills 

Adown their channels dashed ; 
The sun upon the palmy hills 

In noon-tide glory flashed ; 
And perfume floated on the gale, 
And roses glowed in every vale, 

By balmy dew-drops washed ; 
And fountains *naid the vineyards gushed, 
And grapes in tlch profusion blushed ! 

The Jordan from its mountain-source^ 

In glory rolled along, 
Diffusing gladness in its course, 

A thousand vales among ; 
While from the groves on either side. 
The beauteous birds in plumed pride. 

Did pour themselves in song. 
The fishes in the solar beam, 
Leaped jocund o*er their native stream. 

The flocks on Carmel's flowery side, 

The herds in Sharon's vale ; 
The olive, spreading far and wide, 

In £aca*8 sun-bright dale ; 
The pomegranate, in blossoms rich, 
The fig, the citron, and the peach, 

In wild luxuriance swell, — 
The nectarine in beauty glowed,^- 
The land with milk and honey flowed 1 

T 2 
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Yet what avails the gorgeous vievr> 

Streams, meads, and mountains high ; 
Flocks, herds, and fruits of every hue, 

And flowers of every dye ? 
What boots the glories of that land, 
When with prophetic eye he scanned 

The dark futurity ? 
A people steeped in crime and blood. 
And traitors to their King — their God. 

He saw Baalim's altars blaze 

" On mountains yet untrod ;" 
Heard Israel's thousands offer praise 

To demons — not to God ; 
He saw, as with the lightning's speed,- 
An host of human victims bleed. 

On Bethel's hallowed sod. 
Nay, even the Lord's most holy fane 
Reeked with the life-blood of the slain ! 

The vision changed — the work is done, — 

He saw with raptured eye, 
The advent of a glorious One 

Clothed in humanity ! 
The Mighty God,^the great I AM, 
In form and semblance like a lamb, 

Doomed for a world- to die ! 
Anon his spirit soared to HIM 
Upon the wings of Cherubim I 
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I cannot but remember cucb things were. 



Oh ! the days are gone of snov^y plan 

And crimson bannera streanung ; 
And merry fifes, and rolling drums; 

And swords and sabres gleaming ; 
And regiments mix*d, with bayoneta fix'd, 

In serried files advancing ; 
And yeomen bold, in blue and gold» 

On war-steeds proudly prancing ! 

Oh ! the days are o*er when Scotland's strand, 

With martial men was teeming ; 
Prepared for glory, heart and hand. 

Each more than mortal seeming ; 
Whilst bugles sung, and clarions rung 

In grand heroic measure ; 
And kerchiefs wav*d, and bosoms heav'd, 

And pulses thrill'd with pleasure I 
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Bright were the days when Tolunteers, 

In thousands ten were swarming ; 
And rifle corps and fusileers 

In every glen were arming ; 
When street and square, and church and fair, 

With helms and casques were glancing ; 
And rich and rare, in the noon-tide air, 

The countless crests were dancing ! 

And then the ** pomp and circumstance'* 

Of mounted squadrons drilling ; 
Of lengthened lines in full advance, 

Retreating, marching wheeling. 
Meanwhile the band, on either hand, 

Struck up " the Grahams," or « Campbells;*' 
Then tender sighs, and hazel eyes. 

And glorious moonlight rambles ! 

Can I forget the grand review. 

One happy day in July ? 
When gallant Graham and bold BuccleugK 

Surveyed their squadrons duly. 
Sweet Captain Gask, he doffd his casque. 

And kiss*d his hilt so neatly ; 
Nay, even did swear, in my willing ear, 

I had won his heart completely. 
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The ball commenc'd, the music flow'd, 

We trod one sprightly measure ; 
My fluttering heart with rapture glow'd, 

And throbb'd with new-bom pleasure. 
He squired me down the grand saloon, 

He saw me to my carriage ; 
With air so bland, he squeez*d my hand ; 

I thought he whispered " marriage l" 

Alas ! 'twas all a wiJdng dream> 

A sweet hallucination : 
'^ Things are not alxjoays 'cohat ihe^f seem^* 

Is a sage observation. 
Next week I ween, to Gretna-Green 

They drove my faithless lover, 
With jointured dame and titled name> 

Whilst I , but pshaw, 'tis over. 

Oh ! the days are gone of snowy plmiiefi> 

And crimson banners streaming ; 
And merry fifes, and rolling drum8» 

And swords and sabres gleaming : 
And regiments mix'd, with bay^neto fix'd, 

In serried files advancing ; 
And yeomen bold, in blue and gold^ 

On war-steeds proudly prancing* 
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Should the refase, I'll lay my dnd 
On her twa eeti o* bonny Hue, 



Burns. 



Let gallants sigh for sunny eyes, 

Ripe lips, and faultless forms ; 
Exhale their very souls in sighs 

For visionary charms ; 
Let sordid wretches riches grasp 

Their useless hoards to swell, 
Let me but to my bosom clasp 

My own Blue BelL 

Let patriots for their speeches fine 

Receive their country's thanks ; 
And with enthusiasm join 

The opposition ranks; 
Let courtly members, more sedate, 

Their weight and influence sell ; 
Give me — 'tis all I ask of fate— - 

My own Biue Bell. 
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Let Yeterans of the sword and shield, 

Let high aspiring youth. 
Seek honour in the gory field ; 

Nay, in the cannon's mouth ;— 
Let mercenaries fight for gold, 

Let casuists doubts dispel ; 
Let me but in my arms enfi3ld 

My own Blue Bell. 

Let nobles climb the slippery heights, 

Where fame's proud temple shines ; 
Let connoisseurs, on gala nights. 

Descant on soups and wines ; 
Let commerce cent, per centum gain 

In fortune's sunny vale : — 
Let me but to my bosom strain 

My own Blue Bell. 

To hear her read her lyric lays 

Is happiness unbounded ; 
To see her loll in learned ease, 

By manuscripts surrounded 
Is bliss itself: for, by the powers, 

She wrote " The Haunted Dell,"— 
Besides a tome called " Attic Hours," 

My own Blue Bell. 
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There's Baiiite^ terned both iax and near, 

There's Mitford^ and Miss Bowles ; 
Although they cannot write like her^ 

Are very pleasant souls ; 
There's Roberts, Howitt, Hemans^ Hall, 

And beauteous L. £• L. 
But oh ! she soars above them aU> 

My own Blue Bell. 

She brought a glorious work to Bates, 

Likewise to Hurst and Chance ; 
But they demurr'd and shook their pates, 

Nor would the cash advance ; 
But A. K. Newman, he's the boy 

That makes her writings sell ;— 
Thy fortune's made my love, my joy, 

My own Blue Bell. 

She teems with literary lore, — 

Tho' scarce beyond her teens ; 
She's written Sonnets by the score, 

For half the Magazines. 
The Bijou and the Winter's Wreath, 

With her productions swell : — 
For thee I live, for thee I breathe, 

My own Blue Bell. 
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She sings so sweet, devoid of art, 

I'm fix'd in mute attention ; 
Oh ! 'tis the homage of the heart 

To genius and invention. 
Like Sappho in the days of yore, 

She strikes the chorded shell, 
And 'tis my bliss to love, adore, 

My own Blue Bell. 

She talks so learnedly and terse, 

Of dactyles and iambics ; 
Hexameters, heroic verse, 

And eight feet namby-pambies ; 
Parnassus too, and Helicon, 

Where all the muses dwell, — 
By Jove ! she's quite a paragon, 

My own Blue Bell ! 

This night, tho* rack'd 'twixt hope and fear, 

I swear by all the muses,— 
I'll pop the question in iier ear, 

And die — if she refuses; 
Or, better still. Til leave sweet home. 

Take staff and scallop shell ; 

And like a weary pilgrim roam 

From false Blue Bell. 

u 
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TO PATIENCE. 



Immortal Dames> whose glorious memories 
And works shall be coeval with old time. 

Have sung the lambent glories of the skies^ 
Faith, hope, truth, charity, in strains sublime ; 

They've sung love, wine, and harmony likewise ; 
They've even made death and desolation chime 

In various ages, and in various nations. 

But few have eulogised thee, gentle Patience. 

Thou art a Christian virtue,«-«all allow 

Thy claim to that bright name above suspicion ; 

But thou can'st bless Turk, heretic, or Jew. 
Even in the dungeons of the Inquisition, 

Thou shedd'st such glories round the martyr's brow. 
Survivors often envy his condition, 

When his worn frame is tortured, rent, and riven. 

And Smithfield fires are blazing up to heaven. 
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When gout and apoplectic symptoms cry 
To C2odio*s nephew, and his anxious heir, 

'' We shall despatch your uncle by and by, 
Prepare his shroud, and decorate his bier.'* 

Descend, bright being, from thy native sky, 

Should Square-toes linger through another year, 

Thou can'st a most essential service render, 

To Hopeful Junior and his money-lender. 

Deign to support the quondam man of fashion. 

When duns abridge hounds, horses, wine, and food. 
And when reluctantly he takes possession 

Of antique tenements near Holyrood, 
To shun a still more close incarceration. 

Viz, Gothic rooms on Calton*s classic sod. 
Oh ! may thy cousin -german, Resignation, 

Console him there, — Fve known his situation. 

Oh ! meek Intelligence, descend with speed, 

And bless that younker new escaped from college : 

Whose venerable hat contains a head 

Replete with biblical and classic knowledge ; 

But whose thread-bare habiliments exceed 
Comparison, — save firs devoid of foliage, — 

Till by some generous patron he is chosen, — 

Receives a cure, and eke an antique cousin. 
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Oh ! smile od him» who's tortured with tlie gout^ 
Whatever be his creed or his profesaioii ; 

And on the hapless wight who has a suit 
In pawn, — or pen^g in the Court of Session ; 

On him who daily eats the bitter fhitt 
Of immoralkj and dissipatioii ; 

And on the iiritable banly— poor elf !— - 

Whose works are doomed to shmiber on the shelf. 




FINIS. 



DUNDEE : 
Printed by D, Hill. 
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